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For Trtttl^ and G«od are one ; 
And Beauty dwells in them, and they in her, 
With like participatiQo. Akauide. 

Forse se tu gustasse anco una rolta, 

Ia milissima parte delle Geoje, 

Cbe gusto un core amato riamando, 

Aireste repentita Sospirando, 

Perdutto e tutto il tempo, 

Cbe^ in anor non se spenda. Tuio, 
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NOVICE OF ST. DOMINICK. 



CHAP. I. ^ 

Can you speak Greek ? 
1^ o ceitainly ! Get yoa gone then. 
And talk of stars, and firmaments, and firedrakes. 
Do you remember who was Adam's schoofmasterf ' 
And who taught. Eve to spin ? She knows all the9e> 
And will run you all over the world 
As familiar as a fidler.— 

Can you sit'aettfiL hours together and say nothing? 
Which she will do> and when she speaks 
Speaks oracles : speaks things that no man 
Understands'^ no, nor herself either. 

' > '. ' Beaumont and FtBTCHEn^ 

TPHE sharp reproof of the pious and 
^ ; learned lady Magdelaine de Montmo- 
^ roll still shone on her keen eye, though it 
^bad ceased to miirmur on her lip. The 
:^ittle amanuensis received it in silence, 
"^hung her head, and sighed— she dared not 
^Srcep. One solitary intrusive tear alone 
vox. I. B 
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2 THE NOVICE OF 

had escaped from her eye; and glittered on 
the glowing surface of her cheek, like the 
dew-drop which Ihe power of repulsion 
scarcely sufFers to embalm the bosom of 
the rose it spangles. The little amanuen- 
sis brushed it iigjitl/ off with, the feather 
of her pen, and waited in patient silence 
till the inspirations of the lady TVfagdelaine 
should a^in command itsefForls.,; 

The lady Magd^liinjchad; already spfliat 
foi'ir years in composing a. volurriinbtrs His- 
tory of the -Crusades, whether foreign or 
domestic, again^st infidel or apoetate, from 
the first instigation of Petcfr the Hermit 
in 1104 to the massacre; of St. Bartholo- 
mew in 1572; of the latter she had herself 
been a witness. She had retired from 
Paris to the chateau de Mo'ntmorell; which 

* rose on the northern skirls- of the fbrest of 

Champagne,/ as a residence more appro* 

pfiate to the pursuits of one who expectt?d 

to unite the heathen reputation of an Anna 

X de Commines with the holy fame of a Saint 

/ 'Genevieve : and solitude and atotal sequcs- 
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tration from the world, together with the 
convetA'-lihn^y of the Dominican sisters 
(then rich in legendary lore and pious tra- 
ditloQ}^ gate boimdiess scope to the pro* 
foiiud medttaiions of philosophy, and fa« 
Youred the deep researches of history; 
and whtle^ with kindling ardour, fanaticism 
traced the recorded horrors of religious 
frenzy in the gloomy " deeds of other 
time^," France ^till ^paned under the 
struggling efFcwrts of religious prejudice, or 
bled beneath the uplifted sword of civil 
dissension. 

It was On the eve of St. Theodora the 
Martyr, aiad a few days: afker Henry the 
Fourth had invested Neufchatel, that a 
later hoar than usual still fofind. the lady 
Magdelaine in her study, dictating to her 
young secretary the most remarkable, cir* 
cumstances of the sie^ of Beziers, where 
^ thousand obstinate heretics^were put tp 
t^. $wqrd in cold blood, and four b^indred 
CQSfHiiitted to the flames, for the love of 
^j^^taj. It wiis a note pao^gyrical and dtr* 
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Jf THE NOVICE OF 

cidatoryon this instance of religious ardour, 
which had drawb from the horror-struck 
amanuensis (a young novice of the order of 
St. Dominick) such animadversions as seU 
dom failed to elicit the disapprobation of. 
bet patroness, and rouse every feeling of 
pious zeal into actipn. It was some time 
ere the lady Magdelaine could rally back 
that abstracted attention which the Unan- 
swerable, but not unreproved, comments of 
the little secretary had put to flight. A' 
glance into a page of the seraphic doctor, 
St. Bonaventure, restored the train of her 
dissipated ideas; and, determined to finish 
her note with an animated apostrophe, 
she exultingly exclaimed : ^* Ob ! fortunate 
'^ though deluded creatures, who by the 
'^ pious zeal of your holy persecutors 
^^ were forced to return to the fold from 
" whence you strayed !"-rr-" And did they 
" return, madam?" interrupted the novice, 
" to the faith they had abjured ?''—•'* They. 
" were all put to death without distinc- 
« tion/' said thejady Magdelaine. ^' Kill 
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** away, cried the bishop of "Citeauxj 
" God will take care of his own !'* — 
" Then what became of the bishop of 
*^ Citeaux?" demanded the secretary. 

The lady Magdelaine, agsin immersed 
in a learned puzzle ; made no reply, but 
cast up her eye, pinched the folds of her 
Tuff, and bit her nails, in vain endeavours 
to We back the truant and felicitous 
thought which was to round the.pefiod of 
her apostrophe: and while the brain of 
learned dullness in vain gave the torture 
io exhausted memory, tlje vivid thought of 
genius darted through regions of impos- 
sibility, and pursued with ardour the glow- 
ing phantoms of fancy's creation. And 
thine was a gemuij young Novice of St. 
Dominick, that soared far beyond the oc*- 
cupation allotted thee : and. thine was. an 
age* wbeiD thojuaastery of the attention is 
sefciom: obtairied> rwiifcn the mind will ad-^ 
mit an image or* embrace an idea wholly 
foreign from the: pursuit in which it is cn- 
I gaged, because it steals on its apprchcn- 
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cion under the glowing form of joys anti- 
cipated, or wears the pensive, grateful 
semblance of joys elapsed : happy age ! 

The brain of the lady Magdelaine still 
pursued with unwearied diligence the 
learned trifle that distracted ft, while the 
vagrant fanqy of the little amanuensis 
wandered through scenes of fairy reflection. 
And never did a strain breathe in stronger 
unison to a soft and fiincifal idea tfcan 
that which stole on the rapt attention of 
the young secretary, as, tracing viewless 
characters with the feather of her pen, she 

** gave to airy not^iing 
A local habitatioa ^nd a name.^' 

The storm raged loud, yet in every in- 
tervening paute the melodious tones of a 
harp were more distmctly beard. Panting 
and breathlesiB, ' the Novtice arose, crept 
softly tp the casement, raised herself oh a 
small stool, and Hung an inquiring gkncc 
through its painted sash; but the stained 
and narrow panes, kt up ^by tfce watery 




beams of a declining moon, gave no ibrm 
to fa^ eager eye^ except that of an ancient 
dame of the family de Montmopell/praying 
with sympathetic piety before the faded 
ii^urepf her lord i« armour. 

Yet if fi^ eye was nngratified by the 

Vight of t)ie masician, her ^ar tnore dii<> 

Uncl\y ea^ht the strain, which at first ' 

€a\tl\^ bteatbed at a distance, now lingered 

00 every passing breeze, now directly 

ascended from the terrace beneath the 

t^^ment, and now, gradually fading away, 

becasfie loM amid the loud howling of the 

wind^ ; 

Rapt, entmflQed, the little ahianuensis 
still remained At the casement, even long 
^fter thfe tioagic sipell which had lured her 
tbitber was di^Ived ; while fancy still fed 
her ear mth. those tones which distance or 
the storm hailuUed into.^ileiice^andamaze^ 
dient (^asjjbuaied in as^igi^ing a cause for 
an effect so singular, so delightful. But 
evito ifiuscy at /last ceased to delude; and 
imogaiyndtb a sigh of diaappoiotment^^ief 
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turned to heV scat at the momcrit When the 
lady Magddaine, starting: ;fr(5ft1'he!'$, ex* 
claimed, *^ I must consult the J bishop of 
" Beauvais.- " r - ^ 

Did you not hear the- ^^ sou ftd ©f 
music, madam ?*' demand^ ilniogep. — 
^* Musicf said the lady Mag^klaine,' me^ 
chanically speaking the word v«^ftb ^ ton6 
and air of abstraction that d^note^ her 
absence of her mind arid her' irtjitte?itioti 
tothedemind, ' * -■ - ^u > •; 

' • *^ To me it breathed no human sour)di*^ 
said the amanuensis, ** but isuch • asi fancy 
" gives to those aerial strains which waft 
^* the souls of dying Mihls t^ .heaven. 
? In good sooth, it thrillfedupon>my hearts 
'^'^ e'en nowmethbks I Heariti*:^^w« -What?^^ 
demanded the lady Magiiefeine, /awaken- 
ing.— -'^^ Hush ! I am not decfcivedv Yet 
*^ iriet-hihk^* *tis? rn the castlei fit. steals 
'^^ along the corridor ; do youMnot Jaeiar it, 
^« madam?" ^ ^ L.v : > j^jij 

' The lady Magdelaine (whose; auticiilar 
fa&uhies were somewhat Jess!; aci^te thad 



tiiose of her companion) now for the first 
time heard those strains which had awaken- 
ed raptures, beneath the steady tenor of her 
philosophic tnind: they had indeed awaken- 
.ed, emotions of a very different nature; 
and^ advancing to a distant part of the 
chamber, she drew back a sliding. door, 
whVeViQpeiwdoa thecorridoi; that surround- 
ed the %etvanW hall. * The grand-dame of 
the present lady deJ^onthibreil had coa- 
stractedtbh door for the purpose of obtain- 
ing secretibformation of all the politicsof her . 
domestic system^ Thq lady Magdelaine, 
whose imagination was less on the qui vivef 
t\^aQ that of her young secretary, readily 
believed that these n^ysterious.strains' were 
not .only of hijkman sQiind^ but that they 
prc^ei^ficj from someuiilicensed merriment - 
in her dome^jies:; af)d iiow appropwiated 
the slidrngrdoor to a purpoSe.at had served* 
fbrlwio generajtjions b^ck^ to the ladies de 
Mpntmorell. Instantly the tones of |i H^lV* /' 
aoppujpanied by a fine voices, interi'uptdi 
?^ rej^ated and loqd b,^r?jsi?f,k>ight0p^ 
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'.arose from the great hali betew. Ttnogen, 
followed by the lady Magttelaine, sprung, 
forward ; and, hanging ©rcr tkt talustrade, 
with a Iieart b^^ting in'mnison to tte 
lively air which had 4a\»5akened its palpita- 
tion, observed the musician surrounded -by 
a group ^ho paid the tribute of boi^teroys 
-applause to the talents he (cxeited for their 
entertainment. Followed by thra rehibtant 
^nd delighted Imogen, the lady Magde* 
Jaine^ with modeless step, returned in silence 
to her study, closed the slide^ •and rung with 
some violence the. little silver b6\l wbi^ 
lay on her table^ but no i^eady page obeyed 

- thcsummonis. ** Theodore may be adeep,'* 
said Imogen timidly;, contemplating tb^ 
storm that gloomed tbecoufit'enance/of the 
lady Magd^laine, and threatened a tempo- 
rary overthrow to her philosophy ; *^ shall 
** I go and awaken him, madam ?^ 

The lady Magdelaine, in sullen silence, 
took a taper, and proceeded to the anti- 
ehamber. Before it^e' dying ambers of a 
wood fire, ^rctcbcd fit his full length, lay 
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Ike yotmg page, vfho had Tcad hiniself to 
filqep over the Romaace of the Rosc^ 
^* Wby> thou mortal Morpheus T* exclaicoed 
thetedy Magdelaine in *a Stentorian voice^ 
The youtb^ roiled by ^he well-known 
toa^^ BtAttcd on rhis feet, rubbed his eyefi, 
scotched bis head, bowed, and^aoimer^d. 
•** Say /V^<K) tinned bisiady, *^ wouldstlhou 
^' esaulate the drow^ powers of Epime- 

" flid0% and Hileep away thy useless <lifcJ^' 
— ^^ So f^leaae my lady, I thought*^'— 
'^ You thought!' But every vassal now 
" arrcigates the divine faculty of thinking. 
■*' Bethink tbee then of delivering my 
*' cK^Qifiuinda to -those rioters who by such 
*^ f ude wassail%ge 'disturb the nocturnal 
*^ meditation's of their lady*" 

The page, scarce half awakened, stood 
motionless and ]gapi(^. '^ Avaunt f' said 
th^ lady Magdelaine, ^^ and summon to 
" my .pnesenoe that hoary reveller, the sieur 
^^ , Ambrose." The page trembling, bow** 
ing, and yawning, went to seek the maUre 
^h^Hlj and. the l^dy Ma^deUipe returpEj4, 
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H6 her study, where Imogen was istill Ksteni 
ingtb those sounds which found admittainiic 
through an aperture in the sliding door. 
^' For twenty years/* said the lady IVI&gi 
delaine, throwing herself into her chaif, 
^^ for twenty years the sound of ill-ma»aged 
^^ mirth, or rude merriment, has not been 
** heard till this night within the walls of 
** dc Moritmorell!'* — '* I c^n well believe 
*^ it,*' sighbd Imogen.—^ I shall soon 
^' learn who this modern Orpheils \^^ con^i 
tinned her ladyship; ' • 

' ^^ So shall I, I hope," said Imogeii/' 

" I should not wonder if it was a spy of 
" that arch heretic the king of Navarre,** 
declaimed lady Magdelaine. 

*^ I should have no objection though if 
" were,'' thought Imogen. 

" The province is full of his emissaries 
** and his troops,*' said the lady Magdelainei 

*' Heaven prosper the hero in all his un- 
^ dertakings!*' silently ejaculated Imogen.' 

" The Leaguers," added the Iftdy Mag- 
delaine, " are^dilatory in their operations ; 
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<* \irhile they should recollect, that during 
** the Trojan wars, and those carried on 
*' by the Greeks against Darius and 
" Xerxes, — " Here the entrance of the 
maltre-d'hotel, followed by the greater 
part of the domestics of the chateau, in- 
terrupted jthe learned harangue of the lady 
Magdelaine. The young page, peevish 
for having been awakened frotn a dcli- 
doDsdrc^m (whicb placed hinn first page of 
the presence to qiieen Margaret de Valois) 
ID a manner notlikely to reward him for the 
loss of so pleasing a delusion, and disap- 
pointed at having missed the entertain- 
ment Ke found his fellow-servants enjoy- 
ing, delivered his lady's orderfe with ^uch 
exaggerating additions of her displeasure, 
that old Ambrose, who dared not singly 
encounter her wrath, had prevailed on 
some of the domestics to share the piMiish- 
mentas they had shared the .pleasure of 
the crime. 

The appearance of the maitre-d'hotel 
revived the sparks of anger which thedi- 
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gression 6f the Itdy Magdcteinc frtiiii the 
king of Navarpe to the Trojaos, Greeks, 
bnd Persians^ bad nearly cKtinguisbed^ 
end after a pause of a minute i^t^ exclaitnedi 
in a tone of reprebe»M(i>B aad solemnity: 
'^ When the ipcacef^il mfluence of IVfor-^ 
phetrs, so finely descmbed by Homer, 
should spread the pioioiis of refiose 6*er 
theeyesof mortals, savctfcose spirits of 
higher ord^r, who h^ the damp's rpaJe 
** beam pore over the «iftsp«rations of de*- 
parted genius, or raise amidst tfeesilenoe 
of qpidnight jgloom xnonunteots to per^ 
petoate their own, say, what aneans tbf$ 
*^ nofcturnal wassailage within the walls of 
'* the chateau de Montmorell ? It is to 
** thee, thou hoary president of »midnight 
" revelry, I address myself/* — '* // good 
^' my lady/' stamtnered Ambrose : " with 
" our lady -s good pleasure, the saints ar^ 
" witness, I never was a pi»esident : the 
" Virgin forbid I should ever be a p^eai-^ 

"deritr 

" Say," continued the lady Magdekinc, 
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'^ do you celebrate ithe orgies of the 

^' liousbold gods, perform ye Bacchanalian 

*•* inysteries, or hold you the riotous 

^ IS^urnafHa?*' The sertants, in silent 

QttA 'ignorant tanrarernent, stared in each 

others' ftces. " Speak,** corrthiaed the 

ladyMagdehnne, " who is this insidious 

^ promoter of nridnight revelr}% this Aril- 

" phion, this Terpander, who, like the 

''* »;o5icians of old, has cllarmcd e'en 

^ stocks and stones V\ 

" Soplease nay lady/* said Ambrose, bow* 
ing, '* he is no trepanner, but a poor nvin- 
** strel, a troubadour of Provence *, who 
*' erst- while begged shelter at the postern- 
" gate from the storm, in the name of our 
*' Ladyof theSnow. Marry, an it had been 
^ a dog one'*s bowels would have yearned 
** to turn him adrift o' such a nigjit/' 

•* Troubadour r repeated the lady Mag- 

t ■ ■ ' ■'■ I I 11.111 , , , , m 

* ** Au scin de cettc barb^nc iwquirent €n Provence 
nos premiers poetes, connus sous le nom du Trouba- 
dour," JShtoire de France^ Loi^h Jeune^ chap, 7. 






.1$ THE NOVICE rOP 

dclaiiie: ^^ O thou second Cympn, tliou 
*^ more stupid -than Polyphemus! When 
^^ heresy stalks abrpad, auji tbreateDS pur 
" holy faith with destruction; wb^n anarchy 
" and civil war te^r the very l^ospni of q^r 
f^ country ; are we tQ^adniitiAtp the very 
*^ sanctum sanctorum of -our chateau every 
*^ Hugunot spy who assumes the disguise 
y of an itinerant vo.taristpf Apollo? This 
ininstrel, this troubadour, may be the 
very spirit of Luther, under the power 
*^ of transmigration ; it may be heterodoxy 
" personified; it may. be Satan himself 
roaming about, and seeking, in these 
irreligious times so favqurable to his 
^^ reign, all those whom he may. devour.'! 
The servants crossed themselves devoutly ; 
all but the little Beatrice, who had the 
honour to preside over the tapestry r looms 
of the lady Magdelaiqe. 

" Satan!" repeated Beatrice : •' in good 
" sooth, my lady, he looks more like an 
" angel than a devil; saints keep us!*' 
" Peace, shameless Bacchante !" exr 
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claimed the lady Magdelaine : " and thou, 
*^ monsieur Ambrose, stop this min- 
'' str«lsy, and instantly dismiss this modern 
'^ Arion." — " Poor youth ! V said Ambrose : 
>• St. Denis be his speed ! for it blows 
"a piteous storm, and the night is as 
^' black as pitcli." 

. ".youth!" reiterated Imogen ; " yoothi 

.** IS lie young? I thought all troubadours 

>' Mnd minBtrds were old and blind^ with 

^^ Jong arid flowing beards.*'—-" Made* 

;*' raoiseJle, he has no .more beard than my 

*^ hand^ save indeed as handsome a pair of 

" whiskers'* — •" As any cavalier in the 

" province of Champagne might wish to 

*• weaf," added Beatrice. " Blind, for- 

*^ sooth! Marry, if there is such another 

pair of black eyes in France Til give ray 

silver rdiquary for a copper sousl" 

." Beatrice," said the lady Magdelaine, 

'^ dost thou not fear the fate of Canente. 

^ who was changed into a voice /or talk* 

"ing too much ?" 

, *^ She! . good ctny lady ,"^ said Amb/psej 
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^ beshrevv me if she fears any thing, not 
*^ excepting the devil, father Ansdm, or 
^' your ladyship. I told the damsels it WcTS 
.^* not seemly to press round the youth is 
" they did." — ^^^^Marry^ didst thou so, j»on- 
^^ sieur Prbpriety,^' interrupted Beatrice; 
^^ but did you consider then, that it was sd 
'^^ long since we saiw any thing young and 
^^ baodsonie lio tb^ chateau^ that vfc canie 
P to look at:him, not as b man, but it 
*' wcmderr'—« Beatrice/' Baid the Jady 
^agdelaine, in a softened tone, ^* it fe 
^* easy to perceive you are not of ibe 
*' Pythagorean scbod ; but'* — -^ Sbe at 
^^ $<chool!*' said Annbrose^ *^ Mass! she 
^* would corrupt a nunnery!'* — ^^ But th6 
■** question is,*' xjontinued the lady Mag- 
delaine, " whether this musical Adonis 
*^ should be dismi^ed, or ret^ned a pri- 
" saner till the return of the father direc- 
.** tor> ^Ik> is gone ti^ ehrrve the ladies of 
^' St, Dominiek ?''— ^[; i^oor dear souls l*^ 
said Beatrice : " I wonder what they can 
ff have to confessi shut up nil their liv^s in 
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• « 

** a xoflvent; for roy part, vfho only live 
^^ in an old chateau, a little sin goes a 
** 'great way with tne," 

** What if I were to sec hira mysdf ?* 
said the lady Magdelaine, addressing Imo- 
gen. *^ He is evidently insidious, and con- 

^sequcmtly dangerous : if be is, as I sus- 

iptjCfc, a spyj-^y^s, I will see him ; and 

*' lek'\ilii, if he can, tJude the eye of 

*' ili^ti^^^etration ; yes, I witi at lost 

^' hogf K*at be has to say/'^-*^*' Say, mj 

•• ladyf" erifeA Beatrice; •* bear what he 

^^ has to sing. I9o, good my lady, get 

" bim to 8i«g^ the Merry K*iight and the 

*« Maid in the Vestment of Blue/ Holy 

^ iFOsary, f thOD^t f should hate split my 

« ades with laughing !"—« Beattiee," said 

the lady Magd^ine, miklty, •*xSacrifice, 

^ I pr^yttiee, to the goddess M-uta : and 

•^ thou; Ambi»oBc, condwct this miiistrel to 

^ my prefienbei*^ 

AmbPbse retired with a bow of triumph : 
the doiDestibS el^thttnged iookii of ploasor- 
abh^amM^fimt, andexpocttftion^ushcd* 
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its baams in the bright ^ycs of Imogen*. 
'" Tbcod6r%** cried the lady Magdelaine, 
" bring in fresh ta|)crs; Irhcgen, give me 
*"; my veiU Beatrice, Blanche, and Agnes, 
^\ retire to the ba^kr^round/* Then, hav- 
ing- trraoged her fardingale, settled, the 
folds'of her ruff, aed adjusted hfer veil after 
thenf)anner of Paulina, the emperor fJcro's 
mi^ress^ she- waUe(^ \n an attitude of so- 
lemn jdignrtyi to receive *ber eieefnosynary 
guest* In'^ifew minutes he' appeared, led 
in by Ambrbse. ; He bowed low, but hot 
servilely;, a^di resting. thfc end of his harp 
on. his right. foot, :§lood in an Attitude ra^ ' 
t4>efTd^ignifi^d .than humble. 
^ Hi^ ^t-atuji^e rose lo* tbj^t cammanding^ 

« 

height which ' fancy attaches to the id^& of 
inajesty,' and pbsse^sed that graceful slight- 
ness and flcxibili'ty which cbairaetctjze yoath- 
ip it$ first d^wn pf:fl*ni)Qqd : tbei iQ^qtaursof 
his face were conformable tO jfeji^iwst.p^r-' 
feet line of, Roman bea^ity ; and the grapd, 
the noble expre^ion-^frf'.b.iseountena^^oe^ 

evinced ^.isoul where '^no jdarkije^ wan- 
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*« dercd- io/ secret;" it flashed, the vivid 
emanations.;©/ genius, blended with tfcc 
glowing affections of the man and the' ar- 
dent spirit is£ j&t^ beit>.* His garb. ' was 
that usually worn in those days by the pro* 
fcss9rs of miostrelsy : a robe of darfc-gnaco, 
gathered -at ihe.neek with. a small gorget 
beneath ihe sdowy folds of his. ruff, and 
xDcincJed : TOu^d" the waist with a crimson 
cadis girdle 5 : the sleeve?, . slashed off from 
the elbow, fcU to the ground, ajid discover- 
ed those of bis doublet of black velvet, 
^teaed. at bis wrist with silver' clasps ; a 
scarlet ribbon fell .froxii his neck, from 
which was suspended his harp, scarcely 
larger than a lyre; from his girdle 
hung. a chain, to wbicji was fastened a 
splendid escutcheon; and his curling 
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* See ^be curious aecount of .the appearance of a 
minstreU who was introdoped at Kenel worth castle, 
among naany.Qther devices and shows represented be- 
fore queen Elizabeth, at an entertainment given her by 



2.2V THE Ncrrxcx or 

glossy black hair defined the fbroi pf 
a bead which was that of a youthful Alci*^ 
blades. 

The lady Magdekine started^ gaz^d, and 
Kinained for more than a miniite lost m 
siJeot admiration of the form that pre^ 
sented itself at the door of her study. 
Then, suddenly breaking into an abruf^ 
exclamation^ and resottiing ber air of 
awful deportment^ she said: ^ Speidc^ 
" young stranger, whose garb andse^nmg 
^^ tell thee of that order fast falling to de- 
*^ cay ; whence and what art tbou^ who 
*^ darest, thus boldly to intriwie at this viOf*^ 
^ seasonable hour u^n the peaceful se- 
" curity of our castle, and insidiously to 
" 'pra<;tise on the .simple ignorance of our 
^^ domestics?" 

" Lady,'* said the stranger, with a bow 
low and graceful, " I meant not tolritrude, 
but to solicit; not to practise on igno- 
rance, but to interest humanity.'* . 

" Who and what art thou ?*' repeated 
the lady Magdelaine.— *^ By bgtb* fedy* 
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** a P/w«nqaI» by professkm a minfite^F, 
^ by necessity a wanderer, and by settti* 
'* mcnt a citizen of the worid. The gc- 
"' ?ims of my coutrtry foond me, while yet 
'^ g boy, tuning my rortic re^d on the deli* 
^ <a0U8 banks of the Dorance; and taught 

• 

me to raise tny humbte lay, and emulate 
iWbatds of my native province, who di& 
fuaeAthe lig^^poetry and ^ongo^er the 
'^ iriderfoininions^of France,, then involved 
^^ in Gothie darkness. I obeyed. ' TbiSce 
" have I carried off the golden violet * at 
" Thoulouse^^om my competitors; thrice 
" We I cnossed the Rhone, and sung 
" through the wide domains of Prance the 
" superiority . of roy native province, its 



♦ In 1323 the society of Troubadours at Thou- 
lousc sent circular letters 'to the Languedocian poets, 
tb come and read their works, with the promise of a 
goUien vulat to hira who should compose thcL best 
TOJaaaaee. Clemence d'lsaure left a sum by her will 
to be laid out in three golden violets, which the aca- 
4emyof THoulousc was to dispose of as the reward 
if ^ifttipitibr genius. " ^ 
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*^ meads for ev6r verdant, its purple vlne- 
^/ jards, its fertilizing streams, and snowy 
" flocks. I Have raised a nobler strain, and 
sung the prowess of the warrior, the \m^ 
mortality of the hero : and e/ewbile, O 
dangerous theme! I have stolen inspira^ 
*' tion from the eye of beauty, and sung the 
charms of womaHi m^ the omnipotent 
power of love.- This nigb^t, the wandering ' 
*^jSpirit of my profession conducted me to 
" the forest deMontmorell, my better des- 
*^ tiny to the portals of the castle, and (oh ! 
*^ suffer me to hope it) my guardian angel 
^V intothepresenc^ of itsfairandnot)lelady." 
The minstrel again bowed, as he finished 
his recital ; and' the. lady Magdelaine, with 
a contortion of the muscles that softened 
her harsh countenance into some faint in- 
dication of a smile, replied : 

'^ Young stranger, I doubt not the ve- 
" racity of thy relation, although I do not 
'^ pretend to possess the gift of that god- 
^^ dess who could discover the most plau- 
<^ sible falsehood by a look, Neitjber.am I 
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ignorant of the reverence in which thy 

sacred profession was held by the an- 

*^ cients: the king Alcinoas is described 

*< by Homer as paying the highest honors 

" to his inspired visitor; Ulysses, that wary 

^' chief, treated with profound respect the 

^^ tuoe&il Dimpdocus ; the Athenians sedt 

^^ a imnstrel to comniand the SpartanSt 

'*• who coDqueiicd under his inspiring in- 

'^ flaenx^e; Anacreon was caressed at the 

^^ court of Polycrates, the tyrant of SanaoS; 

*^ and so great was the reverence paid by 

" the ancient Arabs to their bards, that 

*^ Ibeir entrance into the cities was hailed 

"•* witb public rejoicings, and the best 

'^ poet was rewarded with ^ rich robe, a 

*' fine borse,and a beautiful damsel.'* 

"Oh, that I were an Arabian bard!" 
exolaimed the minstrel with natv^te^ and 
•glancing his eye to. the back of lady Mag- 
delaine's chair, where hovered the airy' 
forin 6f Icnbgen; then, after a monitnt's 
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indulgence, fixed his eyes on the earth, 

and sighed. - 

The lady Magdelaine, who had arrested 

the impassioned glanqe half-way ere it had 

reached its point of destination, construed 

its expression according to the surmise of 

-her vanity rather than her pride, and after 

a moment's silence added : 

But though I were not to acknowledge 
the claim thy inspired profession should 
always haveon all true lovers of the muses, 

" yet the law of hospitality (never violated 
in the chateau jde Montmorell) would 
secure thee an asylum for a night such 
as this (which might have served VirgH 
as a model ibr his celebrated Storm) ; else 

" should I have read Eustatius to very little 
purpose, wh(J treats so diffusely on the 
duties of hospitality. I consign thee 
therefore, young stranger, to the care of 
my maltre-d'hotel, and to-morrow thou 

" shalt receive an audience of leave." The 
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r 

minstrel pressed his right hand tohis heart; 
and, with a bow of profound and grateful 
• acknowledgment, was i'ctiring^TolIowed by 
the' domestics ; the door was fast closing; 
when, iri a tone of hesitation, the Jady 
Magdclaine exclaimed : " Yet stay, young 

"stranger; I" —She paused: the min- 

sXreV tespectfully returned. • " I would 

" know thy name," said the lady Magde- 

hine. The minstrel hesitated, riveted his 

eyes on the. head of his harp, and, aHera 

jmomcnt's silence, eagerly replied, *^ I 

'^ am called Orlando, lady." 

'^^ Bearest thou no other name ?'* . 
^ ** None, lady. A deserted -foundling, 
"my infant years were supported. by the 
" pastor of the village of Beauvoisin ; 
'*^ and my latter life was devoted- to the 
•* monks of the Petits Augustins, who^e 
m^' flocks I tended on the banks of tl>e 
*^ Durance," r 

By the anns suspended from thy girdk, 
thpvi hast filled some higher station th^n 
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that of tending the flocks of a con- 
" vent." 

*^ True, lady; I was for some timecbier 
^ n)instrd to the baron dc Montargis, 
^* whose chateau is bathed with the blue 
" waves of the Durance." 

" Then thou served a heretic, and a 
*' rebel to a just cause." 

'* *Tis true, lady; he denied tbeinfalli- 
'* bility of the pope, the omnipotence of 
** the saints, and the justice of the claims 
" of the Leaguers. 'Trs some time since I 
** left him, in search of a better ser^^ce, 

** Which may fortune bless thee withal 1 
said the lady Magddaine; *' thou may*st 
« now retire." 

The minstrel obeyed. 

" And will you not, sweet my lady,^ 

sard Beatrice, who with Agnes still loitered 

tehind, ** will not you hear him play one 

" little madrigal? Marry, he knows all 

'^ the ballads of Rollo, not to mention the 

^* tragic adventures of the baron dc Coucy 
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and the fair lady de Vitry ; and rounde- 
lays, scquidills, and musetlcs, without 
" end : else is he a youth of no faith ; for 
all these did he promise me, in very 
truth » besides the pleasant and curious, 
"tragedy, full of rare device, of the amo- 
" rous shoemaker, who put himself to 
*^ c\ealb with his own cutting-knife^ all for 
" Vovc of a beautiful damsel of high dc- 
" grec» DOf sweet my lady, permit the 
'f Hkfflstrel to return ; the night is yet 
*^ young;'**^^* Beatrice,'* said the lady Mag- 
delaiiiei, ra a tone of hesitation, ^' thou 
*^ 4QSt' fojk Qi^msider it would be ^nseemly 
" for thy liady to hold further converse with 
'^ this young stranger. Times are now 
^^ gr^Uy changed since Charlotte of Savoy 
" kissed the*sleeping poet Alain Chartier, 
*.* an^ W0^ thought not the worse for it. 
*• It is not the man (said she) whom I kiss, 
^\ but the Ijp from whence flowed so many 
charming strains/'— ^« But then, dear my 
ludy X kissing a m^n^ and listening to his 
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*^ song; marry, there IS ahuge difference!" 
*' —Not to the eye of unimpassioned philo* 
sophy, Beatrice; for though I were to ho- 
nour this young bard yvith a chaste salute, 
** or lend an ear to his inspired strains, it 
'^ would still be birt the homage of genius 
*' to its kindred spirit/' 

^' Th^n shall I call him back, lady?" 
" No, Beatrice, not to-night : the taste- 
'* ful propensities of the poetess muSt not 
He indulged at the expence of the dig* 
nity of the lady de Montniorell.'* " 

^^ Thenj with your ladyship'sgoodKfcing, 
I'll just step down and finish a courante 
I had begun with Bcrnardine when' 
*^ Theodore interrupted us. No one but* 
•* a native of dear Provence can dance or 
** play a courante after the right fashion, 
^' Marry, I could have thrown my arms* 
^^ around the neck of this same minstrel 
^* when he told me he was from Provence,* 
^^ had it not been fpr pure shame!" 
V a Why, thou bast as little modesty as 
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** Lai's or Corinna," cx<:laimed the lady 
Magdelaine angrily ; *' and were all my 
" women of thy bold deportment, this 
'* poor youth might have shared the fate 
" of Orpheus, who was torn to pieces by 
" the Bacchantes," 

" But, under your ladyship's good favour, 
*' \f there be no difterence oetween a snlute 
J' and a song,"— -^ 

*^ Peace/" said the lady Magdelaine 
sternly ; ** retire instantly to your apart- 
ment, nor violate by unseemly com- 
portment the vestal propriety of thy 
^* Jady's household." 

Beatrice reluctantly obeyed, followed by- 
Agneis, who^ with less temerity to express 
her wishes than the archly simple Beatrice, 
had not less propensity for courantes, ma- 
drigals, and roundelays. 

Imogen in pensive silence still remained 
leaning on the back of the lady Magde-^ 
laine's chair, lost in profound reverie ; her 
arm supporting her fkfr head, the rainstrelV 



ft 



32 THE NOVICE OF 

voice still murmuring on her ear, the'min. 
strel's glance still beaming on her eye, 
while the sigh which trembled on herJip 
cx:pired unconscious ere she wa& avvare of 
its birth. 

"Imogen!'* said the lady Magdelaine 
mildly. Imogen started, suddenly resumed 
her seat, and, catcWng up her pen, demands 
cd if she should go on wtt^b 'the bishop of 
Giteaux and-the siege of Beziers ? , 

" No,'* said the lady Magdelaine/ '^ it 
" is late : I am not disposed for compo- 
" sition J the muses are not always pro- 
** pitious to the midnight vigils of their 
** votaries. I will read till I sooth my 
^' mind to rest, and thou may'st retire t a 
^^ thy apartment." 

" What book shall Heave you, madam ? 
*^ Here are the Sufferings of the holy Mar- 
tyr St. Lawrence, who was broiled on a 
gridiron." 

No, child, my feelings are not equal 
f' to that/' 
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*^ Here is the Martyrdom of St. Francis, 
" who .carried his head a considerable 
". distance after he had suffered decapita- 
« tion.;* 

*' Nay, marry, that is still worse." 
" Here are the Confession of St. Augus- 
'* tine, and the Trials and Temptations of 
"St. Theodora." 

** Poor St. Theodora ! Her's were trials 
** indeed! What a holy struggle between 
^^ ber and St. Dydimus when condemned 
'^ before the prefect of Alexandria! And 
" what is that that lies at Ihe foot of the 
'*' picture of St. Mary of Egypt ?" 
" *Tisan odd vplurae of Ovid." 
" Well, leave me that, and my rubric 
" for vefipers.*' Imogen placed the books 
on the table ; and, wishing her lady pa- 
troness a good night, retired to' her solitary 
apartment. 

The clock in the great hall had tolled 

* 
out the first half-hour after midnight; the 

domestics had retired to rest; and Amibrose, 
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the ancient maltre-d'hotel, who loved an 
old story and old wine as well as any other 
maltre-d'hotel in the province of Cham- 
pagne, was still entertaining the minstrel in 
the buttery with a flask of real muscadel, 
and an anecdote of the family de Montnno- 
rell, rather minute than interesting; when 
the minstrel, after a long pause, -abruptly 
demanded, " I pr'ythee, good my friend, 
" what fair vision was that which hovered 
" near the chair of thy Jady ?" — " What, 
" my lady's pet owl?" said Ambrose; 
*• nay, marry, fill thy glass, and thou shalt, 

hear the whole history of it. It was the 

very same year that our late king Heory 
" the Third, bf blessed memory, was elect- 
^* ed king of Poland, which I take it was 
*' about the eve of" — 

" Nay, thou mistakestj I would, know 
*^ who was the lovely maid that" 

^^ Ha ! ha! by the mass,thou hast a hawk's 
** eye, monsieur troubadour! What, the 
** demoiselle with the cock'd-up nose, 9car« 
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ff let /ardingalc, slop sleeves, and short 
" petticoats ; with a certain roundish loot, 
"and a laughing eye? It was the de- 
*' moisclle Beatrice ; and were my old 
' " dame Jacintha gone to heaveil, and the 
** damsel would cast but an eye of favour 
*^ on your humble servant," — *\Heaven8l'* 
ei5.c\aimed the minstrel impatiently, " you 
*> ~sl\\\ mistake me : the creature I mean is 
'5 delicate even to fragility ; and there is a 
nymph Jike simjplicity in her form, an 
airy elegance in her figure, that might 
V give a model to the Genius of Sculpture 
" on which to rest his itn mortality. The 
" very spirit of Youth sheds its most touch- 
** ing graces round her; and the look of 
playful gaiety that animates her counte- 
nance is softened by that air of ineffiible 
modesty, which, like a transparent veil, 
heightens those beauties it would con- 
" ceal. Her dress is such as Fashion in her 
*^ happiest caprice might adopt to render 
^* loveliness more lovely; and thougb hef 
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" robe of grey, her veil, and rosary, speak 
*^ her a novice of some holy order, yet 
*^' Love, lurking in the dimple her arch 
^* smile creates, seems to reclaim the sweet 
*^ iapostate as his own !" 

** Pardie, well done, sir minstrel } Mass, 
*^ an I would not as soon hear thee as 
" my lady herself, when she talks about 
*' the gods and goddesses, and nobody un- 
*• derstands a word she says save the father 
*^ director and mademoiselle Imogen/' 
" Imogen! is that her name?" 
" In good sooth, is it. So, nothing will 
*' serve your dainty taste but our young 
'' nun?*' 
* '' A nunr 
^* That is to be/* 
*^ And from choice, sayest thou ?'* 
" Nay, by the rosary, I doubt if her 
•* vocation lies much that way. Poor 
^^ Boul! somehow she does not take kindly 
to vigils and fastings; for which she and 
the father director have some disputes^ 
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^^ and in which she alw^s gets the tipper 
^' band, and that with so laaghmg a face 
" that you would think she was in verysport. 
^^ For when once she gets loose from my 
'* lady's study, she is as blithe as May; and 
" then for charity, IMl set her up against 
^* all the ladies of St. Dominick, with my 
** lady and the father director to boot.** 

** And are her means equal to her yir- 
** toous propensities ?" 
" Marry, no; and more's the pity! She 
has not a sous but as she earns it by her 
embroidery: which I sell for her at the 
♦* next market-town, when I go for prb- 
** visions^ ami then away with the money 
" to the poor serfs who lire on the skirts 
** of the forest, and have been ruined by 
•* the civil wars : and, yet many a late hour 
•* does she sit up to do this, after writing 
^ 9II day for my lady. * My good Am- 
•* brose/ will she say (with such a sweet 
•• begging fece !)^ * shall I coax thee few i 
*• tap«r to-»igbt, and in good sooth I will 
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" not speedily trouble thee again ?' The 
*^ saints bless her for a sweet one ! It were 
** the pity of pities to make a nun of her.*** 

^* Is she related to thy lady ?" de- 
moded the minstrel. 

No trulyj poor soul ! I wot, she never 

had a relation: it is thought she was a 
*^ present from St- Dominick to the ladies 
** of our convent." 

** He must have been a saint of very 
** little taste, or very great generosity, to 
** part with such an t)bject." 

** Marry, I warrant, hadst thou beegt 
*^ St. Etominipk, thou wouldst have been 
** less generous. Ah ! thou art a wag in 
*^ grain, sir minstrel. Yet the saint did 
** not part with her altogether ; for when 

she was found by the portress at the 

wheel, though a coarse veil was what 
^^ the saint had covered her withal, yet 
•^ round her little neck waa hung an agate 
** cross, bearing the letters Sl Z).; which 

proved to the kdies of St. DoEninick^ 



(( 
(( 



it 



if 
it 



ST. DOMINICK. 39^ . 

^' as plain as their own great spire, that the 
'^ saint meant to keep her all to himself. She 
bad just entered her noviciate, when my 
Jady begged her of the sisterhood to write 
" for her ; for the demoiselle Imogen i§, a. 
** rare clerk, and my lady is writing aHis- 
" tpry of how tl^e saints used to kill and 
" burn the folk in former times, for the 
good of their souls, and to save them the 
" expence of buying indulgences. Hark ! 
tftcregoes old Tell- truth : pardie, another 
quarter and we ^hall be on the second 
** cock-crow.; come, monsieur minstrel, I 
^* pledge you in our Jast glass of muscadel/' 
Ambrose then arose, and conducted the 
stranger to the apartment allotted him. 
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CHAP. II. 

'* Mangled pea«»l 
Dear nurse of arts, plenty, and joyful births I 
Alas ! she has from France too long been chased ; 
And all her husbandry doth lie in heaps. 
Corrupting in its own fertility." 

For thirty years Catherine d^ Medicis go^ 
verned France, under the nominal sove* 
reignty of her three sons, Francis IL, 
Charles IX.^and Henry III. 

** // faut dwisfir peur regner^\ was the 
darling maxim by which the wily Cathe- 
rine directed her political life : and the in- 
creasing influence of the Hugonots, in ,the 
reign of her son Charles, animated her to 
the most refined practice of her favourite 
theory ; and afl^orded to the artful and am. 
bitious queen-mother a pretext for foment- 



lag those dissensions, and perpetuating 
those feuds, by which she hoped to under- 
mine or subdue a faction which daily be- 
came more forihid^We and more dangerous. 
Astrologers had foretold, that her sons 
would die without issue, and that the 
diadem of France would encircle the brow 
of a prince of the line of Bourbon. Even 
the alrong mind of Catherine was not 
ppoof against these impofittionfl^ which tha 
dark c^redulity of the aige received with 
loiplicit confidence, and sanctioned wiith 
t^ profododest reverence. It was tbereferc 
little to be wondered at, that the young 
Henry of Bourbon, king of Navarre, (of 
the Wood royal of France, and th,e idol 
chief of the Hugonots^) beean^e at once 
^e object of ber detestattoo and her 
dread : yet, by one of those profound atrokesi 
of policy which, distinguished, her reign^ 
she offered him in marriage her lovely and 
glcconiplWhed daughter, Margaret de Va-? 
lois; and \ by this extraordinary prbpcHsal 



4^ rHE NOVICE 0^ 

dissipated ttie Hugonot reserve, and gave 
an animated flow to the genial current of 
open-hearted confidence. 
' Although Henry embraced the proffered 
alliance, love ha<f no share in this accept- 
ance ; his heart submitted to the tyranny 
of prudei^cc, iand his inclinations became 
a sacrifice to the wishes of his party^ which 
was flattered in the hope that this unjoii 
would disseminate peace to France, and 
give to eternal oblivion the religious and 
political factions of her children. The 
Hugonots, in the ardour of their hearts^ 
dazzled by the splendid promises of Ca- 
therine and her son, crowded to the 
Capital, where magnificent preparations 
were already made for the nuptials of the^ 
king of Navarre : and, bewildered by the 
pleasures, and intoxicated by the alluring 
enjoyments, of the most voluptuous court 
in Europe, the unsuspecting victims of 
the cruel policy of the queen slumbered 
over the dangers by wh^ch tbey were se^ 
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crctly sarrouiMjed ; ah<d, rerelitng in the 
fair ilJusions of the present, chemhed" , 
no suspicion of the brooding evils of the 
futare. ' 

On the 18th of August, 1572, all Paris 
resounded to the lively acclamations of joy, 
happiness, and festivity; for it was the 
wedding day of the king of Navarre and 
tbe prixiccss de Valois. On the 24lh of 
August^ 1572, all France re-echoed the 
groans of the slaughtered Hugonots, for it 
was the massacre of 5/. Bartholomew/ His- 
tory has enrolled in her annals the sa'ngui-V 
nary transactions of this day with dreadful 
exactitude; but theeye,the heart, will eager- 
ly pass over a recital of those horrid deeds, 
which even in perusal blanch the glowing ' 
cheek of warm humanity, and surpass in 
reality the fancied atrocities which the 
most depraved a^d sanguinary imagina**: 
lions could devise. 

Catherine, who possessed herself neither the 
religion of prejudice nor of truth, rendered 
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the fanaticism of the times subservient to 
her policy ; and instigated her jealous and 
deluded adberentSj to a massacre which 
was executed under all the aggravating 
circujTistances that religious fury, private 
pique, or public animosity, could devise. 
The young king of Navarre found a com- 
par at ive safety in flight; Charles and bis 
mother triumphed in their estepr^ble ma- 
chinations; and-France, for twenty-six sue* 
cessive years^ groaned under the compli-^- 
cated woes which the transactions of one^ 
day engendered. 

: Charles^ survived the massacre q( St. 
Bartholomew but two yeai:s ; and his brother 
Henry lH. became the successor ta that 
*^ barren sceptre'' with which Catherine 
amused the puerile minds of her sons, 
while she still retained the reins of govern- 
ment in her own hand. 

It was at this period that a daqgerous 
confederation arose it\ France, known by 
the name of the League;. Its kadcrs were of 
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the house of Guise; its pretence, the de- 
fence of the church ; and its secret motive, 
the subversion of the state. But that pro- 
found system of dissimulation which forni- 
ed the soul of Italian politics, and whioli 
Catherine had imbibed with the principles 
of her idol Machiavel, served her in the 
most critical period of her life ; and induced 
her to declare for the League, which she 
dreaded, and to unite herself to the 
Guises, whom she abhorred. Opposed, 
therefore, to the associated powers of the 
court and the League, stood the yotmg 
Icing of Navarre : the hero of a little army 
of heroes; and, as he himself pleasantly 
expressed it, " a king without a kingdom^* 
" a husband without a wife, and a warribr 
•^ without supplies.*' Such was the situa- 



* Spain had usurped the kingdom of Navarre from 
bis father; and he continued to holj^ his minia^re 
court at Beam, the place of his nativity. 

Vide Pirifix, Hhtoire de Hmti k GraiuT. 
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tion of this magnanimous prince, whose 
, character scarcely " smelt of mortality ;/' 
who, having conquered himself, was wor- 
thy of conquering others;* who possessed 
the ambition to encpanter the greatest dif- 
ficulties, with abilities to vanquish them ; 
who united the talents of the statesman to 
the spirit of the hero; and who equally 
in the cabinet or ^tbe field betrayed a gp- 
nius that bore all befpre it. 

After the massacre of St. Bartholome^ir, 
be joined the few faithful adherents t|be 
cruel policy of his enemies had left him ; 
but in the qualities of these superior few, 
was found an equivalent for the limitation 
of their number. The baron de Rosni, 
|)etter known as the Duke de Sully, whpse 
life presents so beautiful a picture of pru- 



• Henry said of himself, ** Nature has formed mc 
passionate ; but since I have^been sensible of this fault, 
I have always endeavoured to vanquish so dangerous 
^propensity.'* 

Mintoires du President du Thou^ 
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dence, wbdom, and loyalty ; the marshal 
de Biron, sp justly celebrated for bis mili- 
tary talents and love of Jettcrs ; the brave 
CriUon, whose valour bestowed on him the 
. epithet La Noiie, to whose generous vu'- 
• toes even bis enemies paid the homage of 
esteem ; with n[iany others scarcely less de- 
setv'mg of notice^ though less fortunate in 
oblaimBgit, composed a little flyifigcamp, 
I of which Henry was himself the soul. 
A/ternately the vanquished and the victor ; 
consentiBg to ipterviews with the queen- 
mother^ productive of no decisive effect ; 
\ now openly meeting her forces in the field ; 
and now signing truces, no sooner formed 
than violated ; this gallant prince still con- 
tinued to support, the vicissitudes of his 
destiny with firmness and heroism. 

Meanwhile the powers of the League^ 
nd the influe;nceof the Leaguers^ increased 
/ith hourly extent : it was believed by the 
oyal party, that the designs of the ambi- 
tious duke de Guise were to dethrone the 
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king,* and already was the duke's destmc- 
tion detern>ihed on by Henry and his mo- 
ther. 

Tliat popularity which the insmuating 
vittues and dazzling talents of de Guise had 
obtained, the annazing power be was oil- 
dowed with, and the circumstances of the 
times, rendered a public process equally 
dangerous and difficult., Assassination w«s 
mote consonant to the political prudence 
and cherished vengeance of Catherine; 
and the duke de Guise was murdered m 
the royal apartments (whither his unsus- 
pecting confidence had led him) by the 
king's guards. 

His death produced universal comm4>- 
tion. AH Paris was animated by nngd- 
vcrnable fury ! The duke de Mayenne, 
brother to the murdered de Guise, was 
declared hiS' successor as chief of the 
League ; and Catberi;i>e «apviyed the v'ic- 

• 'Henry HI. 
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tim of her barbarous policy bat a short 
time. 

The king of France, naturally imbecile, 
whose conversation was that of a capfchin, 
and whose life was that of a professed de- 
bauchee, vainly endeavoured to win the 
duke de Mayenne to his interest by the 
most splendid offers; and shrinking be- 
neath those fatal circumstances which en- 
dangered his life and crown, he sought al- 
liance with the king of Navarre, as a der-- 
nier resort. That careless and unguarded 
confidence, which formed so prominent a 
trait in the noble character of the gallant 
Henry, and which experienced treacheries 
had not chilled, led him to accede to the 
proposal ; and the two kings met near 
Tours, embraced with fraternal tenderness, 
and vowed mutual enmity to the League. 

-This transaction was shortly after fol- 
lowed by thp death of the king of France, 
who was assassinated by a young fanatic 
monk of the order of St.>Pominick : and 

VOL. X. D 
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Henry de Bourbon (who united in his per- 
son the three races of the French kings), 
as lawful heir to the dominions of Prance, 
ascended its throne, and assumed the title 
of Henry IV. King of France and Navarre'; 
and thus, fulfilled the prediction of the 
astrological sybil, whose prophetic declara- 
tions had first rendered him the object of 
that hatred and persecution with which 
Catherine de Medicis pursued him through 
the most precious yeafs of his existence. • 
France could not desire a master more 
worthy of governing her; more capable 
©r more anxious* to repair the losses she had 
sustained, and to restore her to that peace 
and unity, happiness and prosperity, which 
her own anarchical and vague commotidtis 
had .forfeited. Yet still the greater part of 
her volatile children, blinded by party pre- 
judices, or influenced by religious fanati- 
cism, opposed his accession to the throne 
of his ancestors; and considered, or at 
least pleaded^ bis religion as an in^urmoant- 
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able barrier to his elevation : and as the 
Leaguers possessed an army four times 
more numerous than that which surround- 
ed the royal standard, the horrors of civil 
war still continued to spread devastation 
through some of the finest provinces in 
the kingdom. 

Sl\V\ opposed, and still unsubdued ; tem- 
pering the most dauntless valour with mo* 
deration^ the most heroic courage with hu- 
manity ; the royal Henry appeared a being 
of more than mortal power, of more than 
human virtue : living in the midst of his 
troops; sharing their toils while he rewarded 
their efforts; animating them by the* in- 
spiring gaiety of his air, while he provided 
for their safety ; and flattering them by 
cheerful presages of success, which his ex- 
ample taught them t;o deserve, and his 
genius seemed almost created to command. 

• 

The celebrated battles of Argues, Yvri, 
and Aumale, have Enrolled the name of 
the hero high on the records of immorta- 
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lity ; and, after having performed deeds of 
almost supernatural heroism before the 
walls of Rouenne, he was necessitated to 
r^ise the siege, and marched fronr thence 
to the investment of Ncufchatel. It was 
in the interval between this period and the 
siege of Epernai, that the ypung minstrel 
of Provence appeared before the portals of 
the chateau de Montmorell. 
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CHAP. III. 



When ye dispel the train 
That waits on beauty, then religion blows 
Her trumpet, and invites another circle : 
Which, full as false as the preceding crew, 
¥\aUer her problematic mental charms, 
While snufRng incense ; and, devoutly wanton. 
The pagan goddess grows a christian saint. 
And keeps her habit of divinity. 

. Walpolb. 

How far beyond 
Thci praise of mortals, may the eternal groWtli 
Of nature to perfection half divine 
£xpand the blooming soul ! 

Akexsidb 
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The age is barbarous," said the lady 

Magdelaine, as she returned one morning, 
from the gay and splendid court of Cathe- 
rine de Mcdicis, *^ and the courtiers are 
" all Goths and Vandals/' 



n 



54 THE NOVICE OF 

The lady Magdelaine was then at that 
critical period of female existence, when 
the ebb and flow of youth and beauty are 
under the influence of a retrograde motion. 
She had attained her thirty-second year, 
and was unmarried ; she had gone to court 
that day, habited^in eastern splendour^ and 
was neglected; which accounted for the 
barbarism of the age, and the Vandalism of 
the courtiers. 

Nature had been a mere step-mother to 
the lady Magdelaine. She was considered 
as a moveable basso-relievo to the animated 
beauties of Catherine's court; yet unhap- 
pily the lady Magdelaine had an exhaust* 
less passion for notoriety, in a situation in 
which the enchantment of loveliness, or the 
attraction of the Graces, alone could secure 
it to woman. Time continued to increase 
the vivacity of his assaults -till the last 
cowardly charm of youth retreated, and 
obliged the lady Magdelaine to change her 
plan of operation. " I will reform the 
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age/' said lady MagdeJaine, " reform it 

altogether:" and accordingly she pa-^ 
ironized Baif, corresponded with Mon- 
taigne, took Jane of Bourbon, wife of 
Charles IX., as her model, and determined 
on nnakinga new translation of Pliny, in 
oppo^ilion to the learned duchess of Bur- 
gundy ; but pedantry without genius, and 
V^rning without taste, only rendered her 
the hut of fashionably derision to all 
Paris. 

*' The world," said the lady Magde- 
laine, " is not only buried in the profound 
*' igporance of the middle ages, but im- 
" mersed in the atheistical darkness of an- 
*' tiquily !** and accordingly the lady Mag- 
delaine, by * a transmutation rare,* de- 
scended frpm her philosophic stilts, to per- 
form the bare-footed pilgrimage of humble 
Christianity, 

But religion was not just then the 
fashion at Paris ; and the lady Magdelaine, 
under the persuasive influence of her father 
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director, a brother of the Cistercian order, 
retired to her chateau in Champagne (of 
which the death of her only brother had 
put her in possession), to work out her sal- 
vation,* to found a nDonastery, and compose 
the History of the Crusades; a work equal- 
ly compatible with her talents as an au- 
thoress, and her sentiments as a devotee. 

To father Anselm was consigned the 
superintcndance t)f that holy pile which 
was to immortalize her piety, as her work, 
she believed, would her erudition; while 
every nerve of the father was stimulated to 
exertion, by the hope of becoming the bead 
gf that structure he reared. Along each 
half-finished aisle, and on every rising 
cloister, Interest hung the tempting iure of 
an abbot's cowl. Never did a building pro- 
ceed more rapidly ; it seemed a work of 
magic. For father Anselm * had views on 
* this side heaven,* which gave the wing of 
expedition to every effort. 

Not so the learned labours of the lady 
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Magdelaine : they seemed to increase in aa 
inverse ratio with the exertions she made 
to complete them ; they were indeed of 
Egean magnitude. A total want of con- 
nection, a strong instinctive propensity to 
anachronism, a multiplicity of crude de- 
tails, and a crowd of too obvious plagiar- 
israSa reduced the bewildered brain of lady 
Magdelaine to the ne plus ullm of author- 
ship; but then the whole fault lay in the 
want of an amanuensis ! ' 

. " I think, father," said she to the direc- 
tor, " you could find me out some young 
" bVother of your own order, who could 
*' at once officiate as almoner and se- 
*^ cretary ; who could write a fair hand^ 
*^ and knew enough of Latin to transcribe 
** with accuracy from the fathers." 

" A young brother of my Order!" reit- 
erated the astonished father^ The request 
struck on the very nerve where a thousand 
little selfish "interests lay in embryo. " Why 
^^ cannot I offer myself ?'* thought thct 

jx 5, 
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priest: but then, independant of bis superin- 
tendance of the monastery, he was watching 
the fall of a cloisteral priorship in a neigh- 
bouring convent; he had been lately instal- 
led in the dignities of the confessional of the 
ladies of St. Dominick ; and held not only 
the spiritualities, but the ten) poralities, of the 
lady Magdelaine in sacred trust, " My la-. 
^^ hours are indeed great," said the father. 
So are your profits,'* whispered Interest. 
No," said the father ; " no competitor- 
ship for me, even with a brother of my 
** own order ! Yet, if she must have an 
" amanuensis, why she shall : but marry, 
*' I bar the young Cistercian ; no, it shall 
" be the little Imogen of St. Dominick." 
When saint Dominick had procured the 
sanction of pope Honorius III. to found 
a convent for nuns, he had, with benevo- 
lent gallantry, inserted a clause in the 
rules, that the sisters were to receive and 
educate such young daughters of misery, 
as the guardian spiric of innpcence in dis- 
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tress should lure to their sacred portals. 

Among the littje victims of misfortune, 

thus received and admitted into the lay 

sisterhood, was one who had been taken at 

the wheel when an infant. They called 

ber Iniogen, for such was the name carved 

on the little cross suspended from her neck ; 

and dedicated' her to saint Dominick, for 

on ibe reverse of the crpss were marked tlje 

initials Si. D. ; on her left cheek was a 

mark. 

The lady abbess had heard that St. The- 
resa had just such another. The nuns looked 
wise, and saw a mystery in this coinci- 
dence, all but the minor canoness* she 
was perpetually tearing to pieces the sybil 
leaves of the holy enigma; but the nuns 
knew it was not the faith of the canoness 
that obtained her elevation. 

The littleImogen,whileyetachild, distin- 
guished herself by a piety surpassing belief. 
Her canonization was already in prospect 
added to the convent's holy records i and 
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the lady abbess was cried up as a prophetess. 
An old friar (predecessor in the confessional 
to father Anselnn) had taught her to write : 
he did more; he taught her as much Latin 
as enabled her to read some of the fathers, 
who had not written merely to shew their 
philological talents, or their knowledge of 
the recondite branches of language. 

At thirteen, she had not only read the 
works of the angelic doctor St. Gregory 
the Naziantine, but could repeat the various 
arguments advanced in those long disputes 
which existed between the capuchins and 
the Dominicans, On the reality of the 
wounds of St. Francis, and the orthodox 
cut of a monastic cowl. " It is a second 
" saint Theresa,'* said the nuns; and the 
-blush of gratified ambition crimsoned the 
cheek of the meek-eyed novice. The saint 
Theresa was the standard of attainment 
which youthful emulation had erected in her 
bosom ; and she affected to imitate the life, 



ST. BOMINICK. 6] 

as she resembled the persot^ and manner^ 
of her idol ^aint.' 

The fragile delicacy of her form, the na- 
tive enthusiasm of her disposition, her pro- 
|iensity to study, and the nature of those 
studies, all assisted to render her a fanatic, 
and disposed her to receive the inspirations 
of fancy as existing forms, and the bright 
i\\us\ons of a glowing imagination as real 
substance. Already the little saint had 
her extacies, her raptures, and her visions. 
Yet was her mind strong and comprehen- 
sive; but, deprived of all subjects of dis- 
cussion or inquiry save what the dull re- 
petition of convent bigotry afforded, she 
had not the power of rectifying the aber- ^ 
rations of reason by the observations of ex- 
perience, or the benefit of a liberal inter- 
course. 

The nuns of Saint Dominick were di- 
vided with respect to this prodigy: the 
younger sisters hated her for her superiori- 
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ty ; the elder cherished her as a saint in 
embryo. Sister Pasiphae, the minor ca- 
noness, stood alone ; she neither hated nor 
cherished; she admired her talents, de- 
rided her fanaticism, and pitied her delu- 
sion. 

" Art thou determined on being a 
," saint ?^' $aid she one morning,, returning 
from matins with the young novice. 

*^ Not if I can bfe more than saint!'' 
said the novice with fire. 

" Thou art ambitious," said the nun, 
" and ambition is not the virtue of a 
'' saint.'' 

" Then // is a virtue ?*' isaid the novice 
eagerly. 

" What wouldest thou wish to be, weft 
" thou in the world ?" said the minor ca- 
noness, evading her question. 

*^ In -the world !" quickly repeated the 
novice, her whole face suffused with crim- 
son. " In the world I would not be any 

thing I have ever heard of I would be 
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^ more : but," she added with a sigh, " I 
** shall never leave this convent, and here 
*' I can only be an abbess and a saint." . 

The minor canoness had long been in 
a consumption. Sbe complained of weak- 
ness, and for the first time passed her arm 
through that of the young novice: the 
novice bent her fair head, and pressed her 
Vips to Ibe hand that rested on hers, in ac- 
Jbooi^iedgement for the condescension. 

" Go to/' said the canoness, '* thou 
'' art dangerous ; I would not love thee if 
*' I could, for thou art" (she shuddered as 
she spoke) " -a fanatic." 

*^ I would be a saint," said the novice 
with simplicity. 

" Thou "hadst better be a christian," 
said the canoness. 

" Teach me, then, to become one," said 
the novice, with a glance of irresistible in- 
sinuation. From that moment the minor 
canoness and the novice of Stt Dominick 
were inseparable. 
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Such was the person fixed on by the 
/ather director as the amanuensis to lady 
M^gdclaine. 

" The abbess is deceived in this child/' 
said he. "She is pious, all-believing, and 
" understands a little Latiq, but she is n© 
"genius; for never did a confessional 
" echo to such a, ridiculous list of pecca- 
dilloes, as those she avowed yesterday : 
the simplicity of her questions wou/d 
puzzle a conclave to answer. She has 
" entered her noviciate, 'tis true; but that 
" can be put off for a time/' 

The lady Magdelaine consented reluct- 
antly to exchange the young brother of 
the Cistercian order, for the young novice 
of St. Dominick ; and the abbess, well 
aware of the advantage of placing a menr>- 
ber of her society about the person of one 
of the richest devotees in France, readily 
consented to the putting off her profession 
till the lady Magdelaine should have finish- 
ed her Crusades,^ 
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The novice learnt her intended transla- 
tion from the convent to the chateau, with 
an obvious transport, rather inimical to the 
demure sobriety of her vocation. On her 
knees she received a little silver reliquary 
from the abbess, enclosing a few grains of 
the sacred brickdust scraped from the wall 
9^ the Santa Casa of Loretto, and pro- 
tnised to come every Sunday to perform 
iercfevotions' at the convent. "I give thee 
*' this precious relic," said the abbess, *'as 
" a holy spell against the temptations of 
'' a wicked world.*' The novice kissed it 
devoutlyjand sprung on her feet with a play- 
ful levity not altogether appropriate to the 
pious exordium addressed to her. Yet as 
she seated herself in lady Magdelaine*s 
litter, and waved the end of her veil to the 
nuns who stood in crowds at the chancel 
window, she wiped away one tear with her 
girdle, and received another on her lip^ 
half closing in a soft Adieu ! but it was 
from an eye as sparkling as Euphrosyne 
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ever betrayed in her archest moments ; it 
was on a lip as smiling as fancy ever gave 
to the eherub mouth of Hebe. 

Imogen cast one glance at the gloomy 
i|T)d sequestered pile she had left ; then 
llpng another into the g^y perspective that 
burst on her view : she bqunded from her 
seat} her;cheek fiiushi^ii^lier heart throbbed^ 
every nerve was inja sfatq of rcypturous ir- 
ritation. The world yv^.ntviXo her, and 
she was but sixteen ! 

Imogen was really so ignorant pf I^^atin, 
or her change of situation had so much in-^ 
creased the native vivacity of her disposi- 
tion, that, far from assisting the lady Mag- 
delaine, she confused and entangled every 
thing. She made false transcripts, and worse 
translations ; the fathers were made to ut- 
ter nonsense, and the saints to speak with 
the levity of mortals. The lady Magdelaine 
was enraged : the director trembled for the 
return of the young Cistercian ; and under- 
took not only to instruct the young ama* 
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Duensts in the duties c^ her situation^ but 
tx> assist her in her dassic studies. 

Innogen*s thirst for instruction was insftr 
tiate. She received with avidity the lessons 
of her hoJy preceptor ; and in a few months 
bad not only conquered ail the difficultiejS 
of the Latin tongue, but^ mistress of it^ 
idiomatic delicacies, was able to detect the 
ine\qgaQcas of the fathers, ^nd did it yi\\h 
a freedom that in the eyes of the pioi^p 
fcordered on profanation. 

The literary pursuits of the lady M^g- 
delaine vfcrt liUraJly lucubrations; fpr she 
rose late, and spent her mornings in her 
oratory, chapel, or tapestry-room. The 
greater part of the day was consequently 
at Imogen's disposal, and she passed it in 
the library of the chateau. The late lord 
de Montmorell was a man of letters : he 
lived and died in the midst of his books, 
and left to his learned sister the best pri- 
vate library in France. The studies of 
the young novice had hitherto been ooa- 
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^^ I Will riot seek fbr my religion in books, 
and modify it into systems, for I fed its 
essence in my soulj nor shall it be to 
me as the avenging ,angel of dreadful 
^' retribution, but the spirit of peace, of 
*^ love, of bliss eternal !" 

It was for this sentiment, imprudently 
uttered, that the father Anselm threatened 
her with all the artillery of the church ; and 
decreed as a penatice, to say daily, for a 
week, the seven penitential Psalms, the 
' Angelas Domini ten times, the Litany of 
tht Saints six, and the Rosary of the 
Blessed Virgin twenty-four. Yet was th6 
Jittlb apostate pious, even to the definitio^l 
of St. Paul : for she "laughed with thost 
*^ tbait lajUghcd, and wept with those thfet 
^ wept ;" n6ti was her heart alive to an 
emotion that had not borrowed its predo*- 
tninant; fcdings from the joy or sorrows of 
artotbter. 

Two years residfenrce at the chateau had 
-rendered her habitually necessary totbe lady 
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Magelaine^ but had not produced that 
intimate connection which sympathy alon^ 
engenders. Alike involved in literary pur- 
suits, and sequestered from the world, the 
strong opposition of their characters evinced 
that similar circumstances, when operating 
on dissimilar minds, will -produce effects 
equally opposite. 

The freedom which began to display 
itself in the opinions and conversation' of 
her am'Hnuensis, and the scepticism of hei: 
arguments even with the father directory 
frequently elicited the reproof, and roused 
the orthodoxical fears, of the lady Magde* 
laine : whilst Imogen, acting more under 
the influence of proUd and conscious supe* 
riority than prudence, frequently brought 
the arguments of her patroness and the 
iriar to the test of her liberal acumen, and 
detected their alloy with an air so tri^- 
liiDjphantly playful, that she was always 
strre to li3se by the victof^; tind when adi- 
ditional . severity pursued* thkt triumph. 
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used sportively to exclaim, with the cele- 
brated king of Epirus, " Another isuch 
" victory, and I am lost/' 
, The growing apostacy of the young no- 
vice soon became a subject of discussion at 
the convent of St. Dominick, owing to the 
complaints of lady Magdelaine. The nuns 
^ trembled for their album sanctorum. Sister 
Agnes requested she might be recalled, ere 
the spirit of Luther had wholly possessed 
her ; sifter Mary said an Ave Maria extra- 
ordinary; and the minor canoness sung out 
a heathen lo triumphe ! The abbess, how- 
ever, with a stronger view to the church 
fnilitant here on earth than the distant 
prospect of adding a saint to the convent 
list, treated the surmises of lady Magde- 
laine as the too sensitive apprehensions of 
extraordinary piety, and only recommended 
to her \\qX to spare wholesome severities 
.aod admbnition, and urged the father di- 
' rector to waye his penitential cpopk oyer 
the sceptic bead of the youthful apostate. 



ST. DpMINICK. 73^ 

The abbess's advice was not lost, yet 
apostacy seemed to feed on the antidote 
administered for its destruction : 

No stony to wer, nor walls of beaten brass. 
Nor airless dungeon, nor stroi^g links c€ iron^ 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit • 

Shakspeare. 

Mean time the germ of proud anibition, 
cherished into being by the old nuns of 
St. Dominick in the heart of their young 
novice, stole into maturity with daily and 
insensible increase ; and if" no longer emu* 
lative of a place in the album sanctorum of 
canonized spirits, the strong propensity to 
super-eminence still throbbed with vague 
but ardent palpitation at her heart. At- 
tracted rather by the splendid than the 
awful virtues, she embraced the brilliant 
beories of her imagination for the solid 
ocuments of Reason ; and enamoured by the 
beautiful ideal, the level path of cold '* flat 

VOL. I. £ 
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^^ reality" was neglected or contemned. 
Careless and unguarded, her conduct fre- 
quently evinced the little connection exist* 
ing between genius and common sense : 
sanguine and impatient, the extreme viva- 
city of her disposition was only Restrained 
by a jsoftness more than feniinine, and a 
meek gentleness that .sprung from a sensi- 
bility tremblingly jalive to the remotest ap- 
prehension of offence. Her glowing and 
susceptible heart was prodigal in its feel- 
ings, ere reason could exert its inrfluence 
to discriminate the justice of those olalms 
which had roused its profound emotions 
into being; and, alive to tSoise exqui*- 
site and delicious sensations which be- 
stow rapturous moments rather than per- 
manent felicity, she readily granted hoc 
accedence to the dangerous maxim, 

Qu'un moimeot de yrai plaisir 
Vaut un siecle d'existence. 

Le Moustier. 
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The ndivetSy the atticism of her man- 
Tiers, evinced them to be solely influenced 
by the predominant feeling of the moment, 
unmodified by the varying precept of 
fashion ; unformed by the grotesque model 
of doating custom, they were natural^ ori- 
ginal, and pregnant with that indescribable 
something, which, analogous to the non sa 
che of her person, awakened an interest 
rather feJt than understood. Yet was not 
she perfectly beautiful : it was the thou- 
sand glowing Sensibilities of her soul that 
gave her face its sweetest charm, as colours 
mounting on the tulip's brilliant surface 
enrich it by the variety of their dyes. 
Her form, round and symmetrica], though 
below .the ordinary stature, was per- 
petually animated by those graceful ges- 
tures which ever characterized her thoughts; 
even when silently conceived or imperfectly 
expressed ; and there was a certain some- 
thing, an inexpressible fascination, inherair 
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4nd manner, which, like the philosopher's 
fanciful definition of the soul, " was all ia 
" all, and all in every part." It was scarcely 
necessary that nature should have endowed 
her with woman's dangerous attribute, elo- 
quence, to have rendered her the most 
persuasive speaker in the world. Her 
voice, rich, varying, and mellifluous, was 
the^ organ of her soul; and, vibrating in 
unison to 3II its feelings, sometimes stole 
its murmur of caressing fondness on the 
heart, whose woes it soothed; or, in the 
gayer moments of sportive animation, 
thrilled on the senses with syren influence, 
in pity or in joy, still giving to her words 
and sentimentsa superadded existence. 

The mystery which hung over the birth 
of the young novice, had so many parallels 
^ among the foundling members of the con- 
vent, as to excite neither amazement nor 
curiosity in any breast but her own. There, 
however, it lived z subject of perpetual in- 
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terest and reflection : that tender heart, 

which, in the narrow sphere of her exist- 

ence, throbbedinvain to meet with akindrcd 

associate, delighted to lose itself in those 

fanciful speculations which restored her in 

idea to the endearments of parental love and 

the blessings of social affection. " What/* 

she would exclaim to some unsympathising 

sister, in a paroxysm of romantic hope, 

*' what if at this moment my father, 

my mother, lived f if I had not been 

torn from their arms in my infancy, 

or a happy chance now led them ta 

" th6 asylum that received me! Oh! I 

** should know them among a thousand 5 

" ly^^/ I should: and then I would throw 

myself on their bosoms, and die the 

blessed death of joy in their embrace!" 

The nuns sometimes smiled at her en- 

thusiasm, but. more frequently inveighed 

agarnst the weakness of all human afFec- 

tions, and exhorted her to subdue their 

efrects by prayer and mortification. 
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During a severe winter, a robin had flown 
for shelter to her cell. The heart of Imo- 
^ gen throbbed with a violence equal to its 
own when she felt it fluttering in 'her 
bosom. It soon learnt to feed from her 
fostering hand ; and when their alliance 
grew more intimate, it woukl sometimes re- 
ceive its nutriment from her lip. All day 
it hovered round her, and at night it re- 
posed on her tosom ; it seemed to have 
stolen the art of endearment from its ten- 
der mistress, and almost returned her ca- 
resses with the same ardour with which 
they were lavished.^ At last it died beneath 
the ruthless fangs of a cat of the order of 
St. Dominick ! Imogen was inconsolable. 
The abbess sternly reproved her for her ain- 
- ful weakness. 

** One mus4 love something," said the 
weeping novice. 

" Where is the necessity ?*' said the 
abbess coldly. 

** Htre!^^ said the novice, pressing her 
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right hand to her heart, and raising her 
soul-illumined eyes to heaven, with an ex- 
pression that seemed to say, ** And from 
'* thee, O my heavenly Father, have I re-"^ 
"ceivedit!" 
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CHAP. IV. 

Or su — e tempo 
Che tu f^n vada e troppo luDgamenti^ 
Hal dimora ancora — 
-Partita. GuARiNX. 

Like blooming Eve ' 

In nature's yoAg ^ixnplicity^ and blushing 

With wonder at creatiou's opening glow. 

Wali»olb. 

The lady Magdelaine bad not returned 
from matins five minutes, when tiie min- 
strel (the morning after his arrival) was 
summoned to receive his audience of leave* 
Ambrose conducted him to the entrance 
of the great gallery. The lady Magdelaine 
was standing at a distant window, in ear- 
nest conversation with her confessor. They 
both turned round, and fixed their eyes on 
the stranger. The friar's glance was keen, 
penetrating, and inquisitive : it seemed to 
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aniicipate verbal inquiry^ and to threaten 
certain disapprobation ; for he saw in the 
minstrel the yoiing brother, of the Cister- 
cian order^ or perhaps something still more 
dangerous. 

The minstrel soon found he was drawn 
thither to gratify the friar's curiosity, rather 
than to dbtain the necessary leave of de- 
parture^ wl^ich the attempered looks of the 
lady seemed to deny; fbr the friar's ques- 
tions were numerous, perplexing, and 
shrewd; the minstrcKs answers were sim« 
pie, ingenuous^ and plausive.^ He repeat- 
ed, at lady Magdelaine's request, his little 
story with undeviating accuracy. 

'^ It is too simple not to be true/* said 
the lady Magdelaine softly. ^^ And too in- 
" consequent to need a comment/* said 
the friar pointedly* Then turning rouhd, 
he seemed i^ a sotto voce to expostulate 
rather than converse with her. At that 
moment Imogen appeared, crossing the 
gallery la a direct line to the spot wfai^re 
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they 8tx)od, Her step was light and dop 
vious, her upcast eye beamed with the 
light of genius, and the glow which flush^ 
cd her check seemed to ebb and flow to 
the impulses of her agitated fancy. Her 
veil had fallen oo her shoulder^ and diaiOo- 
vered the fine contour* of her bead and 
neck. It was the head of a Sappho, de- 
ficient only in that vduptuoua languor 
which should cbarlcterize the counteaaiice 
of the enamoured Lesbian. It was perhaps 
rather the bead of St. Cecilia imder the 
influence of a musical rapture. A. pencil, 
which she held in one hand, was suspended 
over the tablet which the other contained; 
and she appeared in the act of luring back to 
her menaory some happy but truant thought 
which the ** thick-coming fancies*' of poeti- 
cal inspiration had .hurried half-realized 
into oblivion. 

Nature had not wholly abandoned her 
weaknesses in the bre^t of the friar; and 
Iha^point in debate between him and the 



lady Magddaine seemed little favourable 
to those *^ leavings of mortality." It waa 
with difficulty be bad restrained the over* 
flowing of bis gait, when the novice of St. 
Dominick appeared to receive its bitter 
ebullition on her innocent head^ 

" Why, how now, daughter ?** said the 
friar sternly. Imogen started: the spell 
was dissolved; the spirit of genius fled; and, 
hastily consigning ber tablet to her girdle^ 
she drew her veil forward, and paid the 
salutations of the mornings 

The lady Magdelaine leaned in a musing 
attitude against the frame of the casement, 
and was silentr The minstrel stood conceal'- 
ed behind a projecting pillar. IqrK)gen, the 
embkm of health and chen^fulness, ad- 
vanced towards the friar. ^* I had hoped, 
*^ daughter," said the father director,, 
'' yes, kof^ed, that sickness had prevented 
" your assistance at matins to-day; for I 
*^ hold not in competition the temporary 
*^ jjuflSbrings of the perishable body, with the 
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** soul's eternal torture: but tlwt flushing 
" Jcheek, elastic gait, thfs smile scarce re* 
" pressed, this levity scarce concealed, 
" speak, fatally speak, the body's health 
** robust, the soul's deadly sickness!" 

** Father, I knew not that health was a 
*** crime," said Imogen with simplicity. 

*• To devote ourselves to the vague and 
*^ .sinful wishes which redundant health in- 
•* spires; to pursue their gratification, to 
'* theneglect of our religious duties; that is 
** criminal, daughter : but, Holy Mother! 
*' in you, who are destined to become the 
** spouse of God,**~Imogen, shuddering, 
deemed to recoil from an honour she 
deemed profanation. 

** Why wast thou not at matins?*' 
sternly demaijded the father. 

'! Dear father, the saints are witness it 
*^ w^s my intention ; nay, already had I 
*• reached the chapel, when I met" — 

" Whom ?'' said the friar, in triumphant 
expectation » 
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*^ Whom ?*' asked tbekdy Magdelaine, 
casting a glance towards the piUan 

** Who/* repeated the friar eagerly, 
'^ seduces thee from thy devotions^ and 
V^ sfeals between thy soul and heayen?'* 

** In very truth then, good father, it 
** was — a butterfly,** said Imogen gravely. 

*^ 'Pshaw!" said the friar, in a tone of 
peevish mortification. 

" Nay, father^" *he sportively added, 
" let me entreat thy attention and belief. 
" Is it not in holy writ we find, that lie 
*^ who despiseth little things^ himself shall 
" perish little by little ?.'* 

*V This; trifler leads us from matter of 
" more moment/' said the friar, turning 
to lady Magdelaine abruptly. 

" You treat . her errors with too much 
** lenity/* said the lady Magdelaine eva- 
sively. 

** I prithee, father/* continued Imogen, 
laying the 'tip of her rosy finger on his 
arm, in the same tone of playQikiess^ ^' ia 
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^< not tlie Greek tarm for the scwil md fiirs 
^' butterfly the Bame ^ itd did not you teU 
*^ me the^oul was fancifiilly. supposed by 
^ the Greeks to exhale itself, frett.the lips 
** of the departed in the form of that 
•< Ibrely in^ct? Obi it was a beautiful 
*^ idea : and how often bas the similitude 
** struck me, when I have felt the spirit of 
my bosom, restless, fluttering,- agitated^ 
still soaring beyond its destined point of 
^ elevation, still reposing its joys on thfe 
" bosom of future bliss t Ob, but this^ 
*' butterfly! It fl6d the cloister's gloom. 
" Poor insect ! how natural ! Unwit- 
** tingly I pursued its devious flight . Its 
^' rich wings of purple and gold, expanded 
'^ to every gale, glittered to every sunl^ 
*• beam. It revelled in such variety of bliss,, 
^ so free, so wild, so uncontroled, that 1 
*^ sighed, and wished to be a butterfly ; 
•• and, in good sootb, forgot my inatins.'* 
" Cease these ravings of thy distempeis 
•* ed fancy," impatiently interrupted the 
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fiMiher^ ^^ kitberto tolerated in » cS^, but 
^' grossly im(»otts in tbe mmturtn|f mnd of 
^* one who approacbes tibe boiir o£ bolf 
^^ iQitiation into the t^K)red mjrsteries of 
<^ tbecborch/* 

^ Indeed, fatberi and doea tbat bonour 
^ exclude me firom zAxmig the Deity in 
" his works V* 

^* Adore him^ daughter, in thy celt, itt 
^ holy seclitsion, in his consecrated tern* 
*^ pies, in monastic priracy : be asks no 
** 0iore/* 

** Then may the spontaneous 6fFerings 
*' of my heart, though unasked, be not 
•* unaccepted! This morning, father, wben 
•• my steps demted from the chapel to that 
•• giowing vatlcy where all nature bymned 
^ the praises of its Gk)d5 thinkest thou my 
•*, orisons were less ferrent because less 
^* systematic? Oh, father! when I inhaled 
^' new being with the morning*s fragrant 
^ bre^b ; when that glorious orb rose on 
^ my lapt gase, and e?ary dewy bbasom 
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^ expanded its bosom to t&e genial iiH 
^^ fluenctf of its beams^ and shed fresh peN 
*^ fume on the air ; when every bird sung 
i^ its song of rapture^ and every treml^ing 
^' leaf seemed endued with a^ tongue to 
^^ breathe its praise to the Most 'High; 
^^ tbinkest thou, amidst this souUinspiring 
*^ sccne^ my full heart yrsis silent ? that on 
" me alone the liffht of heaven beamed in 
" vain? Father, the tear of rapturous gra- 
" titude is not yet dry upon my cheek t 
*^ fiat tear was my morning sacrifice to 
^ heaven/* 

** Father/* said the lady Magdelaine, 
^^ your patience amazes^ me. This is 
^^ tantamount to the dangerous opinions 
^* of Spinosa: Manche€!|6 himself never 
^* breathed stronger materialism : the 
•* Gnostics are more christian in their 
*• ideas/* . ' 

" Dearest madam/* said^ Imogen softly^ 
'^ sure I have breathed no heterodox opi-^ 
<' nion^ no heretieal tenet : yet/' she adde<k 
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playfully, " >yere I to become a heretic, 
'^ in good sooth I believe it should be of 
" the Gnostic order, such as you described 
^* them, father, in your sermon on the eve 
" of St. Agnes, there is so OHich variety 
" in their seven heavens /'* 

" Corruptio optiml pessima /** ejaculated 
the father to the lady Magdelaine, turning 
up his eyes. ^V But I commend her, daugh- 
" ter, to thy prayers and exhortations. 
' ^^ Let us trust it is the weakness of her 
^' brain, rather than the viciousness of her 
" heart, that deludes her." Then mutter* 
ing a few low words to the lady Magde- 
laine, he addedaloud : ^* Thou knowest> 
^^ lady, sacred duty calls me to attend the 
'^ consistorial meeting of St. Menhoulm. 
" There shall I some few days sojourn : 
" in the mean time, to the saint's holy 
" care and guidance I consign thee." 

The lady Magdelaine bowed, to receive 
the benediction which followed. 

*^ And thou, young stranger/' added the 
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friar, walking towards the minstrel, ^^ who 
•' hast received so liberally the rites of 
'* hospitality, depart in p^ce; here thoa 

mayest not longer tarry ^ it is the will of 

the lady de Montmorell. Go^ and St: 
" Dominick be thy speed 1'* 

The minstrel, advancing a few steps, 
pressed his 4iands to his breast, bowed 
grateful acknowledgement to the lady 
Magdelaine, and profound obedieace to 
' the friar ; who, waving his hand with a pa«» 
triarchal air, pronounced a DQmrms vobis* 
cunt / imd retired. 

It waa BOW for the first time Imogen 
perceived the proximity of the minstrel : 
it was now for the first time she raised her 
thnid looks, and met his eye. It was an eye 
that spoke it» intimate connection with iht 
soul, and the glance it emanated left upon 
the imagination something that dared the 
power of language to define; it sunk at 
once to the heart of Imogen^ and became 
there a new senaatioa. 
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Unaccustomed to the presence of a 
stranger, tbe^ habitual bashfulness of a 
youn^ recluse veiled the vivacity of tem- 
perament, the aberrations of genius, and 
the playfulness of youth* Blushing, con- 
fused, and overwhelmed, Imogen drew 
down her veil, and played with the rosary 
that hung at her girdle. 

With an air doubtful and hesitating, 
with a look of vexatious disappointment^ 
the lady Magdelaine still remained leaning 
against the window-frame^ silent and un- 
decided : whei), casting a glance to the 
court below, she observed the father ascend- 
ing his litter for St, Menhoulm ; and as bia 
eye met her's, a faint benediction reached 
her ear. Her wavering resolutions steadied 
to the tone of his voice. She turned round 
to the minstrel ; who, half-retreating, balP 
loitering, seemed as undecided as herself. 

•* Young stranger," said she, in a tone 
of affected softness^ " pursue thy way: 
^* may the muses be propitious to thy e& 
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^' forts ! may Apollo smile upon thy votive 
** lay ! may the saints^ protect' thee in' thy 
" devious wanderings !'* 

With this half-heathenish, half- christian 
invocation, the lady Magdelaine slowly re- 
tired ; nor, in the absence of her mind, 
perceived that she had left Imogen behind 
hep. 

I'he tall spectral figure of lady Magde- 
laine had disappeared more than a minute-, 
ere Imogen herself observed her situation* 
She started, and glided swiftly after the 
lady, slightly but courteously bowing her- 
I^ead as she passed the minstrel. Thecnin* 
strel bowed reverentially. 

Had the image of his tutelar saint passed 
bim in solemn procession. Devotion could 
not have stamped her traits of pious reve- 
rence and profound homage more impress 
sively on his countenance. 

Already hstd Imogen reached the head of 
the great stairs, which descended to the 
ball below, whea the minstrers voice ar* 
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retted her attention, and she heard bis 
footsteps echoing to her own. 

*^ Stay, lady!'* said he, in a voice of 
supplicating earnestness: ^^ one moment 
'' stay !'• 

Imogen turned round in surprize, ia 
confusion. The minstrel drew b^ck, fasten- 
ed his eyes on the earth, and remained 
silent ; but his silence was eloquence itr 
self. A request seemed to hover on his lip, 
but the finger of modesty checked its ut- 
terance : he raised his eyes^ and Imogen 
read it there. 

*^ What wouldst thou, stranger?" softly 
demanded the novice, her own timidity 
vanishing beforq the more obvious confu^ 
sion of the mmstrel. The qjinstrel sighed, 
pressed his hand to his heart, yet -was 
silent. 

" Wouldst thou that I exert my little 
^^. influence with the lady Magdelaine in 
" thy favour," said she, construing the 
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charactery of his brow into the most pro- 
bable sense, 

" Thoa art all benevolent/* said the 
minstrel, eagerly seizing on the constrac- 
tion she had given his wishes, " and hast 
*^ anticipated my petition/* 

*^ Speak then ; how car. I serve thee ?'* 
tnodestly returned Imogen, with eyes fast- 
ened on the earth, and a faint smile of 
encouragement playing round her lip. 

" By procuring me leave from the lady 
** Magdelaine to remain a few days longer 
^^ beneath her hpspitable roof/' 

** Alas, that thy request should exceed 
" my ability to obtain it! The lady Mag* 
^* delaine is peremptory in her resolves: 
^' and thougjiiin this respect they were not 
** to militate against thy wishes^ still would 
" she not oppose those of her director; and 
** they,' I fear, are not in thy favour," 

*' Indeed!" exclaimed the minstrel, 

•^ Indeed,'' said Imogen : " he wills not 
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^ that strangers find an 'asylum in the 
** chateau; and in the unhappy situation 
'* of the times^ claims that sanction for his 
^^ scruples which humanity would with- 
^' hold/* 

^^ Alas! then thou refusest me?" 
** Indeed I ^arcely dare haafard a re- 
quest so hopeless of success; yet change 
that request, and put my wish to serve 
thee to the te^. The lady Magdelainc 
*^ is rich, a lover of the arts/' — Imogen 
paused, and blushed : the pride, the deli- 
cacy, of a young mind, with respect to pe- 
<5aniary matters, withheld the offer she was 
about to make in the name of lady Mag- 
delaine. 

*^ This harp is not the badge of beg- 
^^ gary, lady," said the niinstrel proudlyi 
*^ that which abne I would stoop to beg 
*' fdr, you have refused." 

** In good sooth," said Imogen, blushing 
stUI deeper, yet with a smile which sire meant 
should heal the wound shel batd^r inflicted, 
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" thou wouWst too soon repent thou hadst 
^* preferred thy singular petition^ or tbatl 
" had obtained its request; for, trust me, 
^ thy professionally roving disposition, thy 
" gay and charming avocation^ would ill 
^^ accord with the solemn gloom, .the se- 
^^ questered tranquillity, of this profound 
« solitude;* , , 

" Lady,** said the minstrel,, with energ)% 
^ the nightingale, when first he soars be- 
*^ yond the parent's fostering wing, roves 
^^ unrestrained, and flings with careless 
** prodigality his witching strain o'er all 

the scenes of varying nature ; till, 

lured by instinct to the rose's bloom, he 
*^ fastens on a neighbouring spray, nor 
** seeks to pour his strain beyond his idol 
*' *flower's balmy sghere." * 

** I perceive not thy allusion," said Imo* 
gen, casting down her eyes, and changing 
colour. 






• In allasion to the beautiful Persian fable of the 
nightingiale being enamoured of the rose. 



\ 



ST. DOMINICK. 97 

** But I feel it/' said the minstrel, with 
impassioned energy. 

A faint blush, like a transient sun-beam, 
snfFuaed the face of Imogen, and with a 
faint farewel she was retiring, when the 
minstrel, laying aside his harp, sprung after 
her, caught the flowing drapery of her 
robe,, and exclaimed : 

** Yet, oh fair being! one moment stay, 
^* one little moment !*' 

*^ What would'st thou then ?"-said Imo- 
gen, trembling and confused. 

*^ Thy forgiveness." 

*^ But how forgive, where no offence 
** was offered ?" 

^^ Thou saycst true; no offence has been 
** offered ; for heaven itself does nOt re- 
^^ ject the homage of the heart, however 
^* inadequately expressed." 

** Hark 1 'tis the lady Magdelaine's bell. ^ 
•* Fare thee well. I will remember thee 
" in my ori$ons." 

** Wilt thou? wilt thou indeed ? Then 

VOL. X. p 
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** henceforth be Imogen my tutelar saint,^ 
said the minstrel, dropping on one knee, 
** and the sublinr^e and holy sentiments 
" her lips so lately bfeathed, my ortho- 
" doxy." 

** Farewell] farewell!'* said Imogen, 
with increased confusion, " longer I dare 
'' not tarry." 

" But if thou darestP' said the min- 
strel, in a tone of soft but sly insinuation. 

** Nay/' said Imogen, with a smile, 
" would'st thou turn inquisitor to thy 
"saint to prove her fallibility?" Then 
loosing her robe from his grasp, she grace- 
fully waved her hand, and with the airy 
step of a hamadryad vanished from his 
view. 

The njinstrel renuiined for a consider- 
able-time in the recumbent attitude in 
which the novice had left him. It was 
the sight of her tablet, which had fallen 
from her girdle, that acted like a spell 
on^ his senses, and restored him to bim- 
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self. He hastily snatched it up, and turn- 
ing over its leaves read the following 

ODB TO A BUTTERFLY. 



Child of a sun-beam, airy minion^ 
Whither points thy flutt'ring pinion? 
Pinion dipt in rain-bow hues. 
Pinion gem*^d with sparkling dews. 
Shed from many a weeping flower. 
Bathed in Matin's rosy shower; 
Tell me why thy form so bland 
Still eludes my eager hand ; 
Tell me, wanton, wouldst thou be 
Madly wild and wildly free ? 
If freedom is thy life's best treasure, 
Then get thee hence, gay child of pleasure. 
From feudal tow'r and cloist'ral cell. 
For freedom there did never dwell ; ^ 
And I no, more thy form will woo. 
But pleas'd thy varied flight pursue : 
And now upon a zephyr's sigh. 
Thou seem'st in languid trance to die ; 
Now fluttering wild^thy golden wipglet. 
Sports in many a wanton ringlet ; 
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.Which the rosc-lip'd morn exhales. 
Thou soar'st to drink the sun's first gleam. 
Or bask thee in each infapt beam : 
Then panting in thy heaven-snatch M glow, 
I feel thee fluttering rburid my brow. 
Whence thy breezy plumage chases 
Each tear the hand of sorrow traces y 
Or as athwart my Up you fly, 
Fan away the woe-bbrn sigh : 
Tear of sorrow — sigh of woe. 
Early taught by fate to flow. 
From 4 heart, a stranger still 
To natufe*s dearest, sweetest thrill: 
Tear of sorrow, sigh of woe. 
Ne'er given thee, happy thing, to know ; 
Thee, whose life, a raptur'd minute, 
Bears an age of blisses in it : 
Thee, whose life, a minute's measure. 
Dawns, exists, and fades in pleasure. * 
Oh, insect of the painted wing ! 
I've watch'd thee from the morning's spring; 
As idly lapt in soft repose, 
Midut the blushes of a rose ; 
The playful zephyr's balmy breath, 
Has wak'd thee from thy transient death; 
Or the bee, in tuneful numbers, 
Put to flight thy fragrant slumbers : 
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And as thy wloga of varied hue, 
( Dipt in rose-embosom'd dew) 
You flutt'riog imp.^ and deftly tiy. 
Still I follow, ^iiWyou fly ; 
Ever wav*ring, ever changing, 
Never fixM, and always ranging : 
Midst the lavish charms of nature. 
Thou her freest, gayest creature ; 
Now the tulip's changef)il die; 
Now the vi'let'^ balmy sigh ; 
Now the rose's orient glow ; i 

Now the lily's timkss snow; : :[, 

Woo and win tby brief cares?, . % 

.Alternate pall, alternate bless! 
Till the Summer's glow is o'er, 
Till her beauties bloom no more : 
I'hen the flower whose fragrant sigh 
Survives her warmly blushing die. 
Lures thee to a heaven of rest^ 
On her pale but odorous breast; 
And amidsl her balmy treasure?. 
Thou diest in sweet excess of pleasures ! 
Oh happy, careless thing, could I 
But live like thee, but like thee die! >- 
Like thee resign my fleeting breath. 
My life of bliss in blissful death ; 
I'd envy not th' extended span. 
The patriarchal day of man : 



102 THE NOVICE OF 

For him let Timers protracting, pow'rt 
Still spare existence^ drooping flow'rs. 
And wreaths of joyless years entwine, 
. But oh, otiE raptur'd hwr be mine ! 

The minstrel was a poet of Natures 
own making, and his judgment was drawn 
from the same source as his inspiration ; 
he was therefore no stranger to the justest, 
purest rules of criticism ; but whM had 
the rules of criticism to do with the rhapso- 
dic effusion of impulsive fancy, or awak- 
ened feeling ? Or how was the judge- 
ment to exercise its powers on the poem, 
while-the heart, in the utmost vehemence 
of emotion, hung enraptured on the 
ciharnis of the poetess ? There v^as, be- 
sides, in the fragment, a consonance of 
sentiment with that the minstrel himself 
cherished, that awakened his sympathy, 
and secured his admiration. " Delightful 
*' enthusiast !" (he exclaimed^ " fanciful, 
*' but bewitching being, how extatic to 
" share with thee thy ' raptured hgur T 
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" to participate in thy fairy visions, to live 
"beneath the warm beam of thine eye, 
" and hang upon the melting murmur of 
" thy voice, to spurn the cold dull forms 
" of a world for which thou wert never 
*i created, and to range with thee through 
** all the yet unconjectured bounds of fecl- 
^' ing, sentiment, and passion !'* 
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CHAP. v.. 

I * , ' ' ' 

... t 4 ■ 

Credi a men— 

Kon e |:ene magioro 

Che in veccbie membra il pizzecor d'ainore. 

PasUfT Mdo, Atto prima. 

IMOGEN, en reveuse^ wandered from the 
gallery to the gre^lt hall, from the great 
hall to the corridor, and from thence to 
the lady Magdclaine*s study. Fancy and 
recollection were busy with the hearty and 
the mind was turned adrift under the influ- 
ence of its own unconscious ^garemen/s. 
She found (yet scarce perceived) the lady 
Magdelaine seated at her writing-table, her 
eyes fi.xed on vacancy, her right hand sup- 
porting her head, the fingers of her left 
ploying with the leaves of a superb missal 
which lay open before htr. She took no 
notice of Imogen's entrance ; who, with 
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an air equally abstracted, seated heraeff at 
her little desk, and, as if touched by the 
magic waud of synapathy, feil into the 
same reflective altitude. 

It is one of the properties of fire, uxidet 
the influence of experimental philosophy, 
to blaze with greatest ardour, at the mo- 
ment it possesses the least power tq con- 
sume : it was thus with the heart of the 
lady Magdelaine, it flamed when most in-» 
capable of communicating the faintest glow 
to the most inflammable object, and lan^ 
guished beneath the * hsoin de Vam$ ten^ , 
* drcj without the power of exciting it in 
another in the remotest degree : philoso- 
phy was no proof against the eloquence 
of briliant eyes; and the enthusiasm of 
devotion did but transmute its object with- - 
out abating its ardour. 

The lady Magdelaine went from the 
gallery to her study, whither the minstrel's 
form pursued her. She fixed her eyes oii 
the picture of saint Peter, and bowed her 

F 5 
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bead ; but his salhtsbrp disappeared^ and 
the lady Magdelaine saw nothing but the 
symmetrical form of a young man leaning 
on his harp. She opened her missal, but 
her eye was incapable of receiving on its 
reiifta any object but one ; and the 
missal's holy leaves, like the picture of St. 
Peter^ presented nothing to" her vie>y but 
the minstrel. A thousand times she likea- 
cd herself to Dido, and the minstrel to 
Eneas, whom the God of Storms had 
thrown on her protection: nor could all 
the self-interested sophistry of the father 
Anselm reconcile her to the step she had 
taken, in banishing him from 4he asylum 
he had sought. Imogen bad been some 
time seated opposite to her, before the 
silence mutually preserved was broken by 
her ladyship. . 

" Mathias Gomnus, king of Hungary, 
•* kept three hundred secretaries,'* said the 
lady Magdelaine. *' Poor souls !" said Imo- 
gen, with a sigh of fellow -feeling, and dip- ' 
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ping her pen in the ink, preparatol-y to her 
taking down what she supposed the learned 
minutes of the lady Magdelaine for a future 
chapter of the Crusades. " • 

" The father Afiselm,"' continued lady 
Magdelaine, " thinks one more than enough 
" for me/' Imogen answered with a sigh, 
heavier than she had already heaved. — 
" Longinus was private secretary to the fa- 
" mous queen Zenobia; and yet I have read 
" he was young and handsome when she 
" first received him into her service,'*^ 
muttered the Lady. 

*^ That could have been no objection/' 
said the novice innocently. 

" The father Anselm thinks otherwise,'* 
said the lady Magdelaine^ " Holy Mother ! 

why has he not the liberality of St. Je<- 

ronse ? who expressly tells us, * fear God 
" and do what you will.' 

** Eg^nhart was secretary to Charles the 
•* Great/- continued the lady Magdelaine, 
rousing, ** when Imma, the emperor's 
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" daughter^ became enamoured of bitn. 
*' Poets and musicians are certainly danf- 
" gerous inmates, and in a domestic capa^ 
" city not to be guarded against ; witness 
^* tbe attachment of the empress Julia to 
^« Ovid J—*' 

** Was be her secretary ?" asked Imogen 
simply. ' 

The queen of Navarre's penchant for 

the poet Amayot, her at^nanu'ensis ; and 

lastly the unfortunate passion of Mary, 

queen of Scots, for Rizzio, who was 
*^ only a poor Italian minstrel." 

And was he~ young, and handsome, 
" and graceful ?" eagerly demanded Innto- 
gen. , ' 

*' 'He was ugly and deformed/* replied 
the lady Magddaine. 

*^ That men should be so different !** 
sighed Imogen. 

"What an Herculean labour have I 
^^ undertaken?'* said tbe lady Magdelaine, 
looking round at the books^ papers^ and 
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maniiscripts, tbat lay scattered in disorder 
on every side. " Surely mine is the des- 
*^ tiny of the Danaides ; what a treasure 
** would a young man be to me, who 
'* could arrange, connect, and transcribe 
" witb fideUty ; who would be modesf, 
" unassuming, and respectful. For- in- 
*^ stance, if father Anselm had not the 
*' same objection to my employing this 
" young stranger as an amanuensis, as he 
•' had to my retaining him in his musical 

*^ capacity;** — 

" Which I dare say he has not,'* ex- 
claimed Imogen with vivacity. 

" And that this young Orlando could 
** write a good hand f'^— 

** Which I could swear he doe»,'mai- 
*^ dam,'- said Imogen eagerly. 

"But what ava4l8 it now ?'* said the 
lady Magdelaine, sighing, " since he haS 
^* departed ." 

" Not t^a minutes back I saw him in 
" the gallery," said Imogen, blusbing; 
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and Theodore waits in the antichaoiber, 
if you have commands for him.** 
" We]] then," said the lady Magdelaine, 
in a tone of hesitation, "you may, if you 
'* please, tell the page to command the 
** stranger's attendance ; not that I posi- 
*^ tively mean to — ** 

Before she had finished the doubtful sen* 
tence, Imogen had delivered her message 
to Theodore. 

In a few minutes the page returned lead* 
ing in the minstrel : Imogen hung her 
head over her desk, and seemed deeply len- 
gaged with her pen ; the lady Magdcr 
laine assumed an unusual air of dignity 
and reserve, as if to hide the weakness of 
her heart beneath the severity of her 
manners and countenance. The minstrel, 
with a look of mingled sjusperxse, impa- 
tience, and hope, stood in respectful si- 
lence, to know the nature of those com- 
mands which bad again brought himta 
her presence. ' 
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After an awful pause, the lady Magde- 
laine exclaimed : ^*Ere I inform thee, young 
" stranger, of the motives which have in- 
*• duced me to recalJ you, it is necessary 
" you should know, that I have long since 
*' devoted my life to the service of the 
*' church, and the republic of letters* Thou 
*i wilt start at a determination so extraor- 
" dinary in a female, for the days of piety 
•^ and learning are no more ; we must no 
•* longer hope to see a shelf, like that in 
*^ the library of Euclid, filled with the 
" works of learned ladies; we must no 
V* longer hope to hear of a philosophess 
" like Dama the daughter of Pythagoras, 
" or Theano of Crete ; such an historian 
" as Anna de Commines, or such a poetess 
^* as Sappho of Lesbia, or Corinna of 
" Thebes : and female sanctity is, I am 
" afraid, a treasure still rarer than female 
•* genius, to be found in this Gothic age ; 
** a perfect union of both is, perhaps, in 
** any age, a rara avis in terra P[ 

The lady Magdelaine paui^d, and raised 
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her eyes io observe tlje effect her kamed 
speech and modest inuendo bad pn>duc€d 
on thfi minstrel x; but unhappily, at that 
moment, the roinjstrel was observing the 
effect produced by a sunbeam, as it fell like 
a. glory round the seraph head of Imogen, 
and touched her form with something more 
than human. The lady Magd^laine bit 
her lips, heram'd away her mortificatipB^ 
and desired Imogen to retire till she was 
sent for. 

•Imogen, who blushed equally ;for the 
pedantic folly and childish vanity of her 
patronessf and blushed a still deeper dye 
at the si ily observed gaze of the minstrel^ 
was glad to be dismissed,, though her little 
heart throbbed with impatient »Quriosity to 
learn the result of that cqnversation. from 
which she was excluded. She arose and 
retired from the study, wHb thajt downcast 
look of unaffected modesty, which ever 
gavp to her air and countenance the ch^te 
attraction^ of vestal purity. 
. While lady Magdelaine remained in a 
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tdtena-tebe; donfereQael with ' the yaimg 
stranger, Imogen flew to the garden : the 
brilliant beanfis of the rrieridian sun, the 
tempered freshness of the noontide air, the 
•melody of the birdsi/ the(fe0lroy fr-agr^ce 
of every fieetirig ztphyr^ wcreii^H in: unir 
son with the Gone of her spirits, and spoke 
a language her heart understood. Plunged 
in that lu&trriotiS; flow of thought, which 
•e new and pleading object ' awakens in h 
mind long steeped in the slaggish inanity 
which solitude uninterrupted and a per- 
petual sameness of objects and ideas itn- 
press, a thousand new-born pleasures flut- 
tered at her' bosom; every nerve was ifi 
that state of refined susceptibility, which 
thrills to the faintest touch ; every pulse 
throbbed to the animating influence of 
some sweet and novel emotion. ^ Why 
^* am I so happy ?^ asked Imogen, with u 
light bound, while the fragile blossom 
scarcely bent its head beneath the airy 
pressure of her foot ; then' with a sudden 
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transition of thought, though not whdly 
unconnected with the self- interrogation, 
she began to reckon over all the men she 
had ever seen. 

It required no greet cxtfent of arithmeti- 
cal powers to complete the calculation t 
" Two friars of the order of saint Prancist, 
said Imogen, counting on her fingers, "four 
" of saint Dominick, and two lay brotheris 
*^ of the Cordeliers, all old, ugly, and bij- 
^'^goted ; the bishop of Champagne in bis* 
•" last visitation to our convent: what an 
" unwieldy, bloated form, and What a 
*^ rigid air! our three successive confess- 
" ors at the convent; the first squinted 
*' most hideously, the second was turned 
*^ of seventy, and the third !"— all the in- 
quisitorial horror^ of father Anselm's 
countenance stared her in the face : *^ an 
*^ interesting young monk, in the last 
*^ stage of a consun) potion," continued 
the novice, torturing her memory, " who 
" came to our abbess for a small piece of 
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*^ the rod with which saint Dominick used 
^^ to flagellate himself, as a charm against 
" his disorder : the Clincaillen,* who j5clls 
*' us reliquarieSyCrucifiKes, and sweetmeats, 
^' at the convent gates ; four old knights of 
*\ mount Saint Michael, occasional visi- 
" tors to lady Magdelaine, with war and 
^* famine, lurking in every lineament of 
*^ their harsh faces; and two knights of 
" St. John of Jerusalem ; the one with a 
^^ wooden leg, the other wanting an eye : 
*f these are all I can recollect, except the 
" ferocious-locking serfs of the forest, the 
\^ old domestics of the chateau, young 
** Theodore the page, and this young min- 
" strel/' 

Imogen blushed to her eyes as she con- 
cluded her calculation. 

" Perfection itself," said Imogen, with 
the air of a little logician, " is only esti- 
^^ mated as such by comparison ; the form 

* Cliacaillen, a travelling pedlar. 
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*^ and manners of this strailger may not 
^^ positively possess all that excellence I 
*^ ascribe to them ; bat, by comparing hini 
^* with all the men I have ever seen, his 
" superiority is so eminent, that T could 
" almost believe him a creature of another 
" sphere, a* being of some superior mould, 
*' and formed of finer clay. Good bea* 
** vens 1" (colouring again, but not quite 
«o deeply, " how the minor canoness would 
"laugh at this fanciful idea, and call it 
*^ the wild flight of her romantic little 
*^ saint! What is this minstrel to rne? 
" only one must think of something,'* 
said Imogen, tearing a fltJvver, she had just 
gathered, to pieces, and entering the door 
of the great hall, when she meant to have 
turned towards the terrace. 

*^ Here is rare news," said Beatrice, 
running against her: ^^ holy rosary ! who 
" would ever have thought to see any 
" thing young and handsome in the eha^ 
" teau again ?" 
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^^ Thou art in good spirits, Beatrice/* 
said Imogen smiling. 

Certes, ^ mademoiselle , and with good 
reason ; I thought we should never have 
'^ daqced a counmte again : but I must hie 
^^ me to the tapestry-room, to tell them 
" the news." 

^^ What news, I prithee ?" demanded 
Imogen, catching the flying. Beatrice by 
the gown. 

*' Why, mademoiselle, do you not know 
my lady has hired the minstrel ? I just 
stepped into my lady^s study, to know 
*^ whether I wasto give Mr. Jephtha a black 
*' eye, and how the poor dear young de- 
^* moiselle's robe was to be shaded, whom 
^^ they are going to sacrifice; when who. 
" should I find there but our old mattre-' 
^^ d*hotel?iV\A the young minstrel ! * I 
" have added this youth,' said my lady to 
" Ambrose, * to my household establish- 
" ment, and he^ is to have an apartment to 
** himfself, and a table to himself, for I 
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" have conferred on bin) the honour of be- 
ing my private secretary/ — But, blessed 
Agnes! the dinner-bell rings, and not a 
^* stitch done yet !" 

Beatrice flew up the great stairs leading 
to the tapestry- room, and Imogen turned 
into the dining-hall. The lady Magdelaine 
was already seated at table ; the novice 
started to find the day so much older than 
she suspected, and seated herself in silence 
opposite to her patroness. Had Pythago- 
ras presided at the feast, a more unbroken 
taciturnity could not have been preserved, 
or the law of temperance been more strict- 
ly attended to. 

Although pleasingly involved in the no- 
vel variety of her own emotions, the at- 
tention of Imogen was insensibly attracted 
to the alteration visible in the air, manner, 
and dress, of her iassociate. 

The lady Magdelaine, who had hitherto 
considered a tptal disregard and neglect of 
Ibe proprieties of dress as the most irre^ 
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fragable proof of internal acquirements 
and literary pursuits.; and often, quoted 
the purposely inked nails of the emperor 
Julian, as authority for her contempt of 
all the biensianse of the toilet ; now ap« 
peared to Imogen for the first time to have 
sacrificed to the Graces : but the Graces, 
as if to shew their pique for the former 
heresy of their new convert, were most un- 
propitious to her offering. 

A coif, or ruff^ never worn since the ce- 
lebrated tournament given at the corona- 
tion oT Francis II., and a fardingal of cut 
velvet made after the fashion of one of 
the beautiful Diana of Poitiers, produced 
no other effect than to render ugliness and 
deformity more apparent. 

Imogen had recourse to the bouquet in 
her bosom to conceal the ever ready smile, 
that hovered on her lips j while Ambrose, 
Bernardine, and Jaques, as they attended 
at table, cast many a glance, pregnant with 
reverence and admiration, at the immense 



120 - THE IffOYICE OF 

gold eSui which hung at their lady's side, 
sufficijBntly ponderous to throw her off her 
centre, had she not given equilibrium to 
the balance Jn a fan df proportionable mag- 
nitude, which now hung from her girdle, 
and on •state days was the rod of office 
that denoted the official capacity of her 
page. 

Silent, musing, and reflective, as she 
played with her spoon and plate, Imogen 
imagined she was busy with the* bishop of 
Citeau and saint Bonaventtire ; for Imogen 
was ignorant of the complicated anatomy 
^Of the human heart, and was only a logi-' 
cian when the cause or effect interested her 
mtnd,^or awakened her apprehension. / 
J^mbrose, however, somewhat more pe- 
netrating, observed to Bernardine, as he 
replaced the silver cup and massy salver in 
the buttery, " that although his lady was 
** silent, he knew she was in a diabl^ de 
*^ hon humeur^ for he observed her smile 
" more than once J not to mention/* said 
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the maltre-d*hoteI, " her calling me mon^ 
«* sieur Ambrose, and ordering fne to treat 
*^ this new secretary with a flask of light 
*^ muscadel: mart de ma vie ! I have more 
'^ than half a mind to ask iier good leave 
^V to ride the Spanish jeonet^ &s far as Saint 
^^ ISlenhoulm^ for my new doublet and 
^' hose/* 
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CHAP. VI. 

If 'music be the food of love, j^ay on. 

Shakspears. 

O si una vola 
Volta il provassi ;' ' 
Se sapessi una volta 

Qua'li e grazia e ventura i 

, . L'essere amato il possidere amando, 
Un reamarrte Core ; 
So ben io che direste, , ^ 
Dolce vita amorosa, 
Perche si tardi ixel mio Cor venesti. 

GUARINI. 

The ^ady Magdelaine retired from the 
dining-hall to her oratory, as was her usual 
custom ; and Imogen, having tumbled over 
a hundred books in the library without 
reading a line in one, sauntered to the 
tapestry- room. She found the demoiselles 
Beatrice, Blanche, and Agnes, busy with 
the sacrifice of Jephtha's daughter. 
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" Pardie t" said Beajtrice, continuing a 
conversation which the entrance of Imo- 
gen had for a moment vnterrupted, ^* here 
'^ is mademoiselle will end the dispute at 
'^ once.'* •" - 

*^ I prithee let me bear ir/' said Imogen, 
seating herself at a vacant frame. 

** Why, mademoiselle," said Blanche, 
** 'tis all about the colour of \he min- 
** strel's eyes. Agues will have it tbey 
*-* are black as her jacket ; Beatrice vows 
*• they are blue: holy mother ! if I know 
*^ whether he has an eye in his head why 
then am I a saint ! though certes me- 
thought he looked marvelously like the 
picture of Beelzebub in the shape of a 
comely youth, in the legend of St. 
** Maxima ; and I warrant you I counted 
^^ my beads under my fardingal all the 
** tinoe I was in his presence/' 

" Thou art always counting thy beads 
" somewhere or other/' said Beatrice; 
^* bat I would lay my watchel-cdoured 
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** tafFcty to a copper sous, that for every 

*' Ave Maria thou sayest for thy soul, thoti 

** repeatest ten for a husband." 

** Better pray for a husband for one's 

^* self/' said Blanche sneeringly, " than 

" take up with the cast-bflF affections of 

** other folks* husbands/* 

** Blessed St. Dbminick! there's an im- 

** putationP' said Beatrice colouring; " but 
I scorn your words, ma4emoiselle ; and 
though you are so devout, and such a 

** mass-woman withal, I doubt if you 
were counting your beads under your 
fardingale when the young minstrel was 
squeezed into the oriel window with you 
this morning, and you were winding 

" the silk off his hands, when all the rest 

" of the family were at matins/' 

" Did you wind your silk off his hands, 

** Blanche ?" said Imogen, snapping her 

needle in two; 

^* Pardiel and what of that, made- 

^< moiseilei" said Blanche: ^* tl^e saints ere 
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*^ Witness I was repeating my litanies,, and 
" thinking of no niortal man, . when my 
" reel snapped, and the minstrel, who was 
" walking up. and down in the ball, had 
*' the civility to offer to hold my silk.'* 

" The minstrel," said Beatrice sarcasti- 
cally, '* knew" — 

" What of the minstrel?'* interrupted 
the lady Magdelaine, at that moment en- 
tering the apartment : " what of the min- 
** strcl ? and what licence are you giviqg 
" your tongues? Beatrice, must I always 
** command you to sacrifice to the goddess 
** Muta, or warn you of the fate of Lara^ 
'^ who, though celebrated for her elocu- 
" tion, lost her voice from speaking too 
« muQh ?'* 

** Well^lady, I am silent," said Beatrice; 
^^ marry, if I speak another word to-day 
** I will give any one leave to cut my 
^ tongue out." 

You miay finish, however, what yoa 
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'* were going to say when, I entered the 
•* room/' said the lady Magdelaine, signi- 
iBcantly. . ' 

Beatrice plied her needle, and continued 
^ obstinately silent. 

•* Who is it was speaking of the 
" minstrel ?'* said the lady Magdelaine 
peevishly. 

". Dear my lady/' wid Blanche, '^ w« 
v^trc only eidying, that, with your lady- 
ship's good liking, it would be pure 
pleasant pastime to have monsieur le 
^ troubadour singing and playing for ug. 
^' while we are at our frames, especially ad 
^ we have wrought hard all day." 

'' Why, damsels,^* said the lady Mag- 
delaine, with a look of unusual compla- 
cency, *^ I should have no objection 
^ to indulge you in a matronalia, which 
•* was tantamount to the Saturnalia of the 
" men among the'Romans; ^Dut I have not 
^^ engaged this youth m the capacity of a 
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'^ musician, but a secretary. Yet, as this 
" is the festival of St. Theodora, and yoa 
"have worked hard all day^" — 

*^ Sweet my^ady," said Beatrice, for- 
getting her vow, and oversetting her frame 
gs she leapt up; *^ sweet my lady, you are 
^f all goodness, and J will have the minstrel 
" here in the twinkling of a needle." Arid 
before the lady Magdelaine had finally de« 
cided on the propriety of suffering ber 
young secretary in his musical character 
into ber presence, Beatrice returned, usher- 
ing him id. He had brought bis l^rp, and 
bowing low as he entered, cast a modest 
glance towards lady Magdelaine, expres* 
^ve of his sensibility for the favour con- 
ferred on bim. That glance steadied the 
wavering intention of his patroness. " He 
^^ is timid, modest, and unobtrusive,'* said 
she mentally, "and needs encouragement.*' 
Then, after a pause, she exclaimed, in her 
U3ual tone of dignified solemnity: 

*^ Although I have only engaged the^ 
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^* in the sober station of a secretary, nor 
" with a view to encourage unlicensed 
" merrinient among my domestics, yet, as 
" I may sometimes call on the witcheries 
*• of thy art, to dispel the cloud which 
" Study hangs on the' brow of her vo- 
^* tarists, 1 have summoned^ thee this even- 
" ing to give me a specimen of thy tune- 
ful powers. Although no performer my- 
self (though I once touched the lute 
" and recorder), the progress of harmony 
is not unknown to me. *Tis to Apollo 
w^e bwe the invention of the lyre. He 
" owed it to love, and first tuned its 
** chords to soften the cruelty of Daphne. 
** TirrK)theus would have. enriched it with 
^* a few additional strings, had not the 
" muses forbad the innovation. But it was • 
** by the voice, which 2^no calls the flower 
" of beauty, that Apollo won the prize 
'^ from Marsyas and Pan. Plato has termed - 
'^ poetry without music, a beautiful fdce 
^ which has lost its bloom ; Epaminondas 
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*^ was reproached for bis musical igno- 
^^ ranee ; Socrates did not disdain to study 
** its theory, and Pythagoras reduced it to 
^* mathematical rule; not to mention those 
*^ great musidiails, Olympus the Phrygian^ 
'^ Aristoxines, and Ptolemy. -Alas! we 
^' have nothing now to compare to the 
^^ tetherichord, monochord, cithera, and 
^^ right and left handed flutes. But whi-- 
" ther am I wandering ? I forget that 
" Erudition has not led thee through her 
^* mazes of scientific lore ; that thou art 
" but the pupil of Nature, and ignorant 
perhaps of the rules of that art thou 
professest. And yet the inspired Sappha 
** preferred the wild notes of ber beautiful 
" but ignorant Phaon to the homage of 
** Alceus, the most elegant poet and ma- 
" sician of his day.*^ 

*• And bad I been that Phaon^^ said the 
tninstrel, with ndrvetSy " I should sooa 
^^ have become an Alceus too; for Sappha 

c 5 
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•* would have been at once my in^iratlon 
*^ and thy theme/' 

*^ Indeed!" said the lady Magdel dine, 
with pleasurable surprise; ** but per- 
V* haps/' she added with a smile of con- 
descension, *^ thou hast already tuned thy 
^* lays to the charms of some fair rural 
^^ beauty/' > ' 

- The minstrel sighed^ drooped his head, 
and lightly thrilled^ on the chotds of his 
harp. 

*^ Do, goQtl my lady/* said Beatrice im» 
patiently, •* let him sing the quaint, plea- 
** 8ant,.and marvelous ballad, of the Merry 
*^ Knight and the Maid in the Vestment 
*^ of Blue/' 

** No/' said the lady Magdelainc lan- 
guidly, ** I should prefer something in the 
*' Lydian measure, or hypo- Phrygian, t 
'* once witnessed the soothing powers of 
•* the latter. It was a short time before I 
*^ left the court, and at the marriage of 
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•* the duke de Joyeuse: ♦ Claudin, the 
** modern Timotbeus, by pla}ring in the 
*V Phrygian measure, animated one of the 
** courtiers to such phrensy that he flew 
•^ to arms in the presence of his sovereign, 
^^ till the cunning minstrel stole him back 
** to reason in the soothing strains of the 
*' hypo-Phrygian, Let me then have 
*^ something that sooths the spirits, and 
** moves the soul to tender thoughts." 

The minstrel bowed, tuned his harp, 
und, after a symphony of wonderful execu- 
tion, struck a few low chords, and accom- 
panied the instrument with his voice. It 
was a voice of n6 very extensive compass, 
but tt was a voice that breathed the sweetest 
intimation to the heart ;^ its great charm 
lurked in the skill with which it was^ 
managed, and the exquisite expression of 
its tones ; every note sighed the ^spirit of 
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passion, and every word had the energy of 
a sentiment. His accompaniment was rich, 
wild, and various; yet the execution of the 
musician only seconded the ideas of the 
poet, without overwhelming the sense by 
the sound. The measure of his verse was 
original, and his song^was love: he de* 
bribed the progress of itd sensations with 
the naif simplicity of a novice, who deli- 
neated from the consciojLisness of his newly 
awakened feelings ; but it was in the lan^ 
gjuage of a master, who cpuld adorn his 
subject with all the seducing graces of 
poetic imagery and fanciful epithet. Hits 
sentimeuts were such as love impresses in 
tbe first sera of its empire, but still they 
were such sentiments as love pnly produces 
when acting on tbe soul of genius and sen- 
sibility» 

H^pt, agitated, sublimed, his feelii^s be* 
ciame the sport of his art; and, lost in the 
sweet delirium whicb his own vivid imagi- 
nation awakened, his fingers trembled, ojk 
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the strmgis; the harp's soft vibration faded 
into silence, bis voice died away to a sigh, 
and his eyes, beaming with genius and 
passion, fastened their eloquent glances on 
Imogen ; who, for attitude^ expression, 
and beauty, might have that moment given 
a model to sculpture or painting for the 
figure of attention animated by rapture. 

One hand was folded on her throbbing 
bosom, the other leaned on her frame, her 
form bent gently forward, every feature 
expressive of the rapt enthusiasm that 
swelled her breast, every glance emanating 
the visionary raptures that fluctuated in her 
fancy. The hidden soul of harnK)ny had 
hitherto lain dormant in the bosom of 
Imogen ; for till how those magic powers 
that could alone awaken its sympathies 
were denied her. Oh! you, who have felt a 
rapture even to agony' from the influence- 
of those strains that breathed the soul of 
passion, of sentiment, . of something even 
more than either; who have in vain at* 
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tempted, with langaislnng cufiosity, to 
fine the sweet, the overwhelming, and vi- 
sionary joys that float on the fancy, and coU 
lecttbem into an diigect ofcompreheBsion ; 
conceive (for you only can conceive) the 
emotion of the novice, as, hanging on the 
piinstrcl's witching lay, ^he felt herself 
endued with another sense, and her heart 
throb with sensations, to whose existence 
she was till then a stranger I 

Imogen still seemed to listen, though 
tiic minstrel had ceased to sing, till her 
delirium fading away, like the dissolving 
visions of a blissful dream, left her in- 
volved in a soft and tender meTgncholyy 
scarcely less delicious than the raptures 
which bad preceded it. 

Although the Igdy Magdelaine had 
neither the Idste or^juidgment to appreciate 
justly the exquisite musical talent of her 
secretary, she bad vanity enough to con^ 
strUe the- sense of his song as an effusion 
inspired^ by tbe charms of his noble mia* 
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tress ; and though the dignified pride of 
nobility was insufficient to combat the 
frail weakness of the woman, yet she dis- 
guised the fallibtlity of her heart beneath 
the coldness of her deportment. 

After a slight commendation, she added : . 
" I thank thee for the entertainment thou 
" hast afforded me; but the hour devoted 
"to erudite labour is arrived, and in a 
*' few minutes I shall require thy presence 
"in my study, to instal thee in thy new 
* avocation.'^' The miristrel with lowly 
reverence retired; and the lady Ma'gde- 
laine, having given some general orders to 
her women, shortly after left the apartment, 
telling Imogen she should not that even- 
ing have any ^occasion for her service. 

The lady M^gSelaine had scarcely closed 
the door, when the impatient Beatrice 
eagerly demanded, " Well, mademoiselle, 
^ how like you the minstrel's singing?*' 

*' Like it! gracious heaven f like it.^' 
repeated Imogen, throwing her arms oi^ 
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her frame, and covering her face witL her 
veil. 

" Why therel'* returned Beatrice, much 
mortified, " 1 thought mademoiseUe would 
" think nothing of it. The moment he 
^^ began, I saw he was shame-faced before 
** my lady. Blessed Rosary I one verse^ of 
'^ the Amorous Shoemaker is worth a thou- 
^' sand such as be sung now.** 

** For my part/* said Agnes,. *^ I. woiild 
^^ as soon have heard old Ambrose con« 
** ning over his rubric as such a die-awajii 
^^ ditty, not a word of which I under- 
•^ stood/* 

" But his eyes!'* added Blanche ; " who 
" observed his eyes? and then hovv the 
" colour Came and went in his check, and 
** bow his bands trembled I Poor modest 
«* youth ! I swear I felt for him.'* , 
- Thus in chit-chat commentary passed 
away tbc^ rest of the evening, till the sup^ 
per-bell summoned them to the hall. Imo- 
gen remained. alone^ silent and thoughtful ^ 
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her arms still rested on her frame, but she 
had raised her head, and her eyes were 
fixed on the* last beam of the evening sun, 
as it faded on the height of a distant moun- 
tain. The tapestry-room opened on a little 
covered alley, formed expressly to aflbrd a 
walk in despite of the weatber*s incle- 
mency : thither Imogen bent her steps? 
and, seduced by the balsamic freshness of 
the air and beauty of the evening, she de- 
scended a flight of marble steps that led 
to the terrace beneath. This terrace, 
wbicb encircled the chateau, was sbaddd 
by luxuriant linden-trees, and surrounded 
by palisadoes ; it commanded a view of the 
beautiful valley of Nogent, reposing in the 
shelter of those stupendous mountains 
whose summits were involved in the mists 
that rose in sun-tinged columns from their 
rugged sides. The fantastic finger of eve 
had thrown' her vapoury wreaths on every 
object, and hung every blossom with a 
balmy tear. A thousand wayward forms 
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dappled the air, ancl > the still beaipy west 
flushed a rich tint on thp' softened and in* 
djistinct landscape; while the towers of the 
chateau, and the distant spires of the con* 
vent of St. Dominick, were already in* 
vested with the gloom of an artificial night, 
fiung from the lengthened i^hades oT the 
forest of Champaign^. 

Inoogcn hangover the palisado, fixed her 
eyes on the blue waves of the Ai^n^ that 
glided beneath, and pursuing their furtive 
coui^, extended, her gaee to the rich vale 
through w-hich they rpUed^ It was a dcea« 
£nely in unifon witl hei* fe^ings : the air 
inspired a delicious languc^i she was me- 
lancholy, but not unhappy; pensive, but 
Dot mournful J and to a thousand vague 
and varying ideas succeeded a train of re* 
i9ectfon, which had for its object the past 
circumstances of her life, her present situa- 
tion, and future prospects, 
X ** Alasi" sighed Itm)gen, " memory, 
f^ hope^ CM* conviction, are alike unfayour* 
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"able to the wishes of /wy heart! Ati 
" exemption from every enjoyment the 
** heart loves, the understanding ratifies ; 
" an alien in sentiment, in feeling, to 
" those with whom I am doomed for ever 
** to associate ; with a soul too much alive 
" to those views even reason condemns, I 
*• ^m wretched, yet scarcely kijqw where* 
^* forei I am unhappy ^ but dare not'com-^ 
" plain," At that moment a nightingale 
toolc possession of a tree that shaded the 
spot whero she stood, and poured forth a 
strain, " most musical, most melancholy.*' 
Silence seemed enamoured of the lay, nor 
suffered a breeze to sigh its bidden raprure, 
Imogen listened for a considerable time, 
silent and delighted; till, in voluntarily apos- 
trophising the charming songj^tress, she ex. 
claimed: " Sweel bird! aH nature hangs 
*^ upon thy thrilling plaint; while the soft 
" but melancholy privilege of even sigh* 
" ing away my sorrows is denied me!" 
^^ Aiid canst thou have a s§rr0Ws thy- 
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^* self the type of bliss ?-'' said a voite low 
but .distinct. 

Imogen started, turned round with a 
faint exclamation of surprise, and beheld 
the minstrel. From the impulse of un- 
definable timidity and confusion^ Imogen 
would instantly have retired; but the-min- 
strel's attitude of graceful supplication^ his 
voice of respectful entreaty, operated with 
her secret wishes to detain her; yet it was 
with a modest reluctance that left her de- 
termination doubtful. 

♦* If,** said he, " I violate by my pre- 
** sence the sanctity of your secret medr* 
*^ tations I will instantly retire ; but if 
** thou (who so sweetly canst deplore thy 
** own hidden sorrows) art not insensible 
*^ to the woes of others, O turn, and suf- 
" fer me to enjoy the temporary bliss 
^' chance has invested me with ; for it is a 
^^ sweet stranger, and my heart welcomes 
** it with all its liveliest transports." 

•^ Art thou too then unhappy T* dc* 
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manded Imogen with sympathising earnest- 
ness. 

" How shall I. answer thee?*' said the 
minstrel, ^ or make thee understand that 
" solecism of the heart, by which I feel 
" this moment as the happiest, yet per- 
" haps the most miserable, of my exist- 
*^ ence ? Hitherto my life's happiness has 
^^ consisted in fugitive minutes, exquisite 
"but few: I revelled in their transient 
" felicity, yet still my pleasures mujtiph'ed 
" in expectation, and memory extolled 
" their worth beyojid the value of their 
" own identity; while actual fruition play* 
" ed lig^htly o'er each sense, and left the 
" heart's aching void unfilled/' 

*^ Alas !" $aid Imogen with emotion, 
'^ I do remember me thou hast said thou 
" wert an^orphan from thy infant state, and 
" haply hast never fdt a father's warm 
*^ embrace, nor known a mother's rap^ 
^^/turpus caress.. The tender kindness of 
^^ endeared relatives may not have lived 
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*^ for thee^ nor the sweet recognition of a 
^^ friend awaked thy bosom's Jiransports : if 
" so, I pitj thee !" 

Imogen turned aside her head, and 
wiped away a tear with ber veil. A silence 
for a moment ensued; and the minstrel, 
gazmg on her, with a sigh exclaimed : 

*^ Such is the pity which angels give to 
•* suffering man: yet not for such depri- 
** vatiqns thy goodness has enumerated, let 
*^ tby.pity only flow; for, oh! feels not the 
^* heart a void but what collateral claims, 
** can occupy ? feels not the heart a want 
** but what the tie of consanguinity can 
** obviate? oh, too stire it does! Rest- 
'* less and unquiet, it throbs, it languishes 
*^ for son>e soft blessing, some long^ima- 
** gined bliss, rat^her desired than under- 
** stood ; and wildly palpitates with fond 
f* impatience to lavish its glowing sensi-^ 
^* bilities, ttsovcrflowingrapturesjonanob* 
** jcct worthy to awaken and receive them. 
^* Yet pardon noe, lady, if, allrsainted as 
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** thou art, I speak to thee in language 
** thy holy ignorance of mortal passions 
** will scarcely comprehend.' Reared in 
** the school of sacred self-denial, where 
NaturVs self, awed into submission by 
stern Religion's voice, resigns her pre- 
^ cious influence, and leaves the vestal 
** soul to heaven, thou canst never have 
** known the pang which wrings the heart 
•* ^when it shrinks upon itself in conscious 
** desolation ; when the glowing feelings, 
*^ gasping with rapturoHS emotion, sud- 
** denly chill and wither in the want of 
" that sympathy which is denied them !'* 

** Can I not ?" exclaimed Imogen em- 
phatically, clasping her handtf, and raising 
her e3^s to heaven: ** Oh God! how 
'* keenly have I felt all you have de- 
" scribed. I am not the happy but tie- 
•^ ludcd being you suppose; ibr^oh! less 
^ rich in what I possess than poor iii my 
** conscious deficiency, I would gladly 
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«' exchange my feelings for the apathy X 
*' condemn in others^ the credulity I com- 
•* passionate/* 

•* I understand thee," said the minstrel 
with energy and delight; ^^ thy mind has 
soared beyond the narrow limits of error 
and prejudice; thy heart, unsophisti** 
*^ cated by the doctrines of bigotry and 
<< superstition, is still rich in all those pre- 
^* cious feelings which are at once the 
^< proudest boast of humanity, the sweetest 
*' endowments of nature. And art thou 
** then, thus formed to bless and to be 
** blessed, doomed to wither but thy life 
^< amidst a convent's solitary gloom? is 
" thy spring of youth to lose its rosy 
<' bloom in fasts and vigils of mistaken 
** piety ? and are thy brilliant talents, thy 
*^ touching graces, thy mind's intelligence, 
^^ to live and to decay amidst the blight* 
^< ing coldness of ignorant and unconge- 
<< nial associates V* 
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Confused, and blushing at the flittery of 
pleasing truths so artfully conveyed, Irao- 
gen replied: , 

** I am indeed destined to a monastic 
life; I have scarcely known any other : 
yet my days, if exempt from rapture, 
have flowed on in peace, and that life 
** which is virtuous can scarcely fail of 
** being happy." , 

" O deceive not thyself, sweet saint !** 
said the minstrel with ^a sofl smile : ^^ su- 
** perior to thy associates, dissevered from 
** the world, thine will be such a life of 
** solitude as contradicts the purposes pf 
** Heaven, and hurls defiance to: the lavr 
** of Providence. Oh ! trust me that 
'* Nature, ever enamoured of the happi- 
^* ness which mutual pleasure bestows on 
** her children, chills the solitary fruition 
** of undivided bliss. The heart, the ten- 
der heart, has no self-existing principle 
of happiness, but reposes upon a thou- 
sand sweet dependencies' for all its rap-* 
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**^tures! Say, shall I not constriie thy 
*^ siknoe into a tacit coincidence with 
** assertions thy own feelings piust have 
^ often made? Or, if thou art still a sccp- 
^ tic, look on thyself with my eyes^ and 
f* be a convert: behold the bright intelli- 
•^ gence of that coantenance, those blushes 
" which invest the throne of genius; those 
** eyes^ so dangerous irt their softness, so 
*^* bewitching in their vivacity; and those 
^ fugitive graces, ^hich leave the gaze of 
'^admiration in sweet suspense where to 
** fix a charm whicli is ev^ery where dis- 
" oemihie; then wouldst thou say with 
•^ me. Nature never designed so feir a 
** work to grace a convent's gloomy cell.** 
Overwhelmed, confused, secretly de- 
lighted, but apparently displeased, the na- , 
tiv« delicacy rather than the prudence of . 
Imogen represented to her the impropriety 
df listening to such language, in such a 
situation/ and from such d perscw as ivow 
addressed her in a strain . toa grateful not 
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to be dangeroW Almost trembling with 
emotion, she drew her veil over her face, 
and said: *^ How our conversation has 
" wandered so widel)? from ^ its first point 
^' I know not ; but methinks thou didst 
begin it by invoking my sympathy to 
thy sufferings: judging of them by my 
own,. I have more than pitied thee» 
But seel the lights already glimmer ia 
the casements of the chateau ; and pro^ 
" bably the lady Magdelaine will speedily 
** require thy attendance in the study."-— 
Then turning away, she was slowlj re- 
tiring, when the minstrel, ^ringing after 
her, caught her robe. 

" Yet stay 1!' said he eagerly ; *', for suchi 
" a moment may never again return/* 
. ** And what then ?" said Imogen, coldly 
disengaging her robe. 

*' To the^ lady, nothing ; but to me — 
*^ for such a moment I would gladly for-, 
** feit an age of cc^f)mon*plaee existence, 
• " Oh, withdraw not frqni ipe thii^ fair 
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** hdnd, but suffer me to breathe on it 
-** those effusions of gratitude thy conde- 
" scension has already excited." 

** Forbear, forbear!" exclaimed Imo- 
gen, with difficulty releasing her hand : 

already hast thou taught me the extent 

of my imprudence, and to repent it." — - 
She instantly glided away^ and,- flying 
through the alley, entered the tapestry- 
room, now only faintly lit up by the moon- 
light, and almost breathless reached her 
own little apartment. She threw herself 
on her couch, and pressing her hand to 
ber heart, as if to check its ardent palpita- 
tion, gave a loose to that flo.w of sweet and 
novel emotion, that train of interesting and 
animated reflection, which • involved her 
mind and 'flurried her spirits almost to 
wildness. 

She had for the first tinae conversed with 
t being, whose mind and sentimtents, sym- 
pathising with her own, could enter into 
all the delicate minutiae of her feelings. 
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-She had for the first time participated in 
that sweet com m u tation of ideas which forms 
life's best blessing, by which the sublimer 
powers of nature are called into action, 
and 'attain the highest perfection the soul 
can reach. Her mind, hitherto like a fine? 
instrument rich in passive powers, now for 
the first time vibrated to the Ynagic touch 
of sympathy ; and her heart unfolded many 
latent principles of delight, to whose pos- 
^ssion she was hitherto A'Stranger; while 
fancy and imagination flung their glowing 

^ drapery around those visions of bliss which 
stole their existence from the consciousr 
ness of her newly-awakened feelings. The 
sanguine joys of youth and inexperience 
live but in the present; the past and the 
future are alike given to oblivfon; and sad 
experience has not yet awakened into 
life the suggestions of doubt, the precepts 
of caution. 

Imogen was happy, even to delirium; 
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and, lost in the pleasant illusion to which ^ 
her whole soul was resigned, the morning 
dawn broke through her casement ere she 
pressed a pillow which had hitherto never • 
been the witness of a sleepless night. 
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CHAP. VII. 

* 

Con forme era Tetate 

Ma il pensier piu conforme, 

Tasso. 
' ' f 

Non ; cc n'est ni par choix ni par raison d'aimer, 
Qu'en voyant ce qui plait on se laisse enflammer. 
D'lin aveugle penchant le charme imperceptible 
Frappe, saisit> entraine^ et/rende un coeur sensible » 
Et par un inscrutable et necessaire loi. 
On se livre a Tamour sans qu'on sache pourquoi* 

T. CORNEILLE, 

» 

Four days had been allotted for the con- 
sistorial visit of the father director at St. 
Menboulm; and three of the four bad 
already expired. The minstrel was not 
only installed in his literary avocation, but- 
proved himself adequate to the task he 
had undertaken, by a knowledge of the 
learned languages beyond what migbt 
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have been expected in th^ eleemosynary 
pupil of the brothers of les Refits Atigus^ 
tins. 

This discovery of the intellectual per- 
fection of her secretary, heightened by 
the uipdesty which had concealed it, did 
not lesser) th^ prepossession his personal 
graces bad awakened in lady Magdelaine's 
bosom. His ♦nfluence increased with 
hourly addition, and his attendance in the 
^l^tudy was required at an earlier and pro- 
tracted to a later moment than had hitherto 
been usual with the lady Magdelaine her- 
self to devote to her lucubrations. 

Imogen's attendance was less strictly re- 
quired, and her little desk was removed to a 
remote comer of the apartment, while the , 
minstrel wrote at the same table with the 
lady Magdelaine. Imogen was employed 
ih copying from the fathers, or in making 
e-xtract^from the Lives of the Ten Thou** 
sand Martyrs, and the Eleven Thousand 
Virgins;, while the minstrel transcribed 
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the sentiments of lady Magdelaine on the 
fervour of holy love, seraphic raptures, and 
religious transports ; and the lady Magde*- 
laine, in those discussions, which so fre^ 
quently interrijpted the labours of her se- 
cretary, talked more of Ovid than saint 
Bonaventure, and quoted Sappho almost 
as often as saint Genevieve: accompanying 
her commentary with a look so relevant 
to the theme, that the minstrel must have 
been very deficient in penetration or vani« 
ty, not to have obsetved the abstract dcvx)-^ 
lion of his learned pat/oness; who was not 
a little animated by the presence of a sen*' 
sible object, as the shrine and statue fre- 
quently stimulate that exertion of. piety 
offered to the relics and the saints. 

Meantime the novice and the minstrel 
iontinu^ed to each other little more than 
* a shftdow to a shade.' Confused and 
overwh timed by the consfciousness of those 
feelings which had insinuated themselves 
into her bosom, timid and doubtful of 
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herself, the yoang novice of saint Domi- 
nick excbfinged the infatuating candour 
and playful ingenuousness of her cbarac-- 
ter, for a reserve, a diffidence, a thousand 
times more dangerous ; and' the nqnstrel^ 
apparently awed into' distance by the re* 
serve she assumed, and pursued by the 
vigilance -of lady Magdelaine, only return-* 
ed her coldness with that 

" Silence that speaks, and eloquence of eyes :** 

but, constantly associated in the same pur- 
suits, their accordant feelings slumbered 
not over those fine and impalpable indica>- 
tions of sympathy, which a glance indi* 
cated, a btosh betrayed. 

The fibre of connection which exista 
between the eye and the souU served as a 
conductor to their mutual emotion, * and 
gave the electric spark of passion a ttiutua^ 
influence. This touching silence, this der 
licate and enforced reserve, shed over their* 
sentiments that veil of mystery, in which 
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the davrn of passion loves to enshrdud it- * 
self, and which the maturitjrof tenderness 
ever looks back to with fond regret: yet 
it was evident the ardent emotions of the 
minstrel with difficulty brooked the re* 
s^raint he laboured under ; nor could even 
the awful presence of the lady Magdelaine 
check those sallies of vivacity, that hyper- 
bole of ironic conipliment to her genius, 
or that sarcastic equivoque, with which he 
commented on some extraordinary passages 
in her literary works. Imogen trembled 
for bis temerity : but the minstrel felt he 
could err with impunity ; and, pleased with 
the privilege, took advantage of ;^be only 
immunity it could confer, as an indemnU 
fication for those of which it deprived 
him. . ; 

r 

Meantime the domestic subjects of 
Montmorell qommen£ed on the enviable 
situation of the new secretary, With a va- 
riety of observation. The women were dis-* 
appointed, for the harp ^fi^laid aside, oir 
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seldom heard till the family had retired ta 
rest ; and then only from the open case- 
ment of the minslrers apartment. The 
men complained of upstart airs, and affect- 
ed superiority ; and Theodore, the young 
page, with a sigh acknowledged, that he 
hated, envied, and admired him above all 
human beings ! Such was the poHtical 
state of th^ ca$tle, wh'fen the father direc-. 
tor, on the xnofatnt of his return from; 
St. 'Menhoulm, proceeded to the lady 
M^gdelatne's apartment ; and in the large 
green velvet arm^chait^, of which he had' 
l^en the sole occupant for near five years, 
and oldge by the easy chair of the lady 
Magdelalne, beheld the minstrel seared,, 
or rather lolling in an easy attitude, while 
the lady Magdelaine read aloud the last 
chapter he had transcribed. 
^ Had a spectre blasted. itbe gaze of father 
Apselm^ his coqntenaDc^ could not have 
exhibited stronger efnotioiis of surprise^ 
apger^ and disappointment: but, accus- 
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tomed to resist the influence of nature un- 
der all lier variations, the duplicity of his 
character prevailed ; and with assuniedcom* 
posure he advanced towards the lady Mag- 
delaine, who, receiving him with undis- 
guised confusion, instantly disinissed the 
ininstreL 

Scarce was the friar seated, when the 
lady Magdelaine entered on a vindication 
of her conduct in respect to her new 
secretary, with an eagerness that ever de- 
feats the purpose it is meant to effect ; and ^z 
availing herself of the equivoque^ that she 
had not received the stranger in his gay • 
profession of a minstrel, but in the sober 
avocation of a secretary, hoped to make 
her peace with the director for the vio- 

9 

lation of her promise, and her disregard of 
those admonitions which he haid so strongly 
pointed against the minstrelV longer rcsi-* 
dejice at the chateau. . • / 

• The friar received her excuse fn rflence, 
and immediately turned the cx)nversatioa 
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on another topic, without a single com* 
mentary on that which had been just dis« 
cussed; while the lady Magdel^ine, sur- 
prised and delighted by a silence which 
she construed into a perfect coincidence 
with her wisheSj^ put a purse into bis hands, 
when he arose to retire, to distribute, she 
said, as his judgment and charity should 
xlirect, but in reality to reward ^n acqui- 
escence so little expected. 

The fiiar had no sooner disappeared, 
than she sent for her new favourite with a 
confidence she had not experienced since 
bis inauguration. Three, successive days 
flew rapidly away ; the civil wars were rc- 
allumined in the province, and politicat dis- 
cussion seemed for an interval to usurp the ' 
place of that strong partiality and aver^ioh 
the minstrel bad awakened in the bosonis 
of the Ifidy'Magdelaine and her comfessor;; 
while a thousand favourable and precious* 
cbanceis secured to the minstrel the hap- 
piness of beholding or conversing with the 



nbvice of saint Dominick. Qne morningi 
after a loog, and perhaps wearisome^ con« 
ference with the father director, the lady 
Magdelaine sent for her amannensis into 
the study ; and, not disposed for composi^ 
tion, she put the Confessions of St.' August 
tin into his hapds, and reclinecl on a couch 
while her young secretary read aloud those 
self-reprobations of, the good bishop of 
Hippo, which present such a struggle ber- 
tween grace and passion, piety and nature: 
snd already had he made a considerable 
progress in the detail of human frailty, 
whicb^jthe sincerity rather than the pru- 
dence of the saint betrayed, when the door 
ilew open, and the friar appeared pushing \n 
Imogea before him, and poifiting towards a 
pap^ho held iti his harid,-r-*' Behold, ma- 
J* dan)/Vsaid be, " the pious efil^sions of 
" a novice of th^ holy itrder of St. Domi-^ 
^* nick, whose inspik'ations, tholugb of a late 
*.• date, and whose theme, — r*" 
: ^r Father r* iatecrupted Imogea wildly, 
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the shining tnoisture of her eye svrelled to 
the tear of passion, her face and neck 
covered with blushes, and every feature 
despoiled of its sweet anc} tranquil expres- 
sion ;— i* father, restore me that: paper : it 
*^ isTnine ; intended fof ho dye biit mine ; 
and to expose those secret, though in* 
consequent thoughts, you have forcibly 
possessed yourself of^ is equally a breach 
of prtncTple.and hbnourJ* 
** Principle land honour," said the ftiaf 
sarcastically, " well become the lips- of 
" one who meditates the violation of every 
*' sacred vow, tramples, on the mod^t de- 
** corums of her sex, a Ad perverts those 
" gifts With wbich; Providence has endowed 
« l>er,to-— " 

* ** Father,'^ agaiw-Yaintly iriterhipt^t} 
Imogen, ^ 'tis^ jnipossible t6 ^efendiJ ^tirft 
*-* is not even und^stood ; bu t/" 'i '^^^' 

"• Such defitiencyof cismpreiien^btt k 
" convenient,- '^aid the friar, with a sneer'; 
** but to speak .mpre uaequivocaUy, I 
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" should have said that this ne\sr object Of 
" your poetic devotion, in engrossing that 
" tiaie, those talents, and those meditd- 
'* tions, which should only be used to the 
" glory of God,— 'V 

** What new object ?" den^anded the 
lady Magdelaine, alniost breathless. 
. " Oh, father,'* exclaimed Imogen, eager- 
ly interjupting his reply, " thou >vouldst 

* not have me believe any act of mine can 

* in aught add to or detract from the glory 

* of supreme perfection ? there is impiety 

* in the thought.** 

.^^ Away T' said the friar : *^ t)o nrvorc 

* will I listen to the caviling of thy pue- 
' rile, though profane sophistry : go to 
^ thy chamber, and invoke the sainis in 

* thy behalf; for the spirit of heresy i^ 
' fastened on thee, and drags thee towards 

* eternal perdition T* 

** Merciful heaven !*' exclaimed thcmin- 
strel, starting forward with uncoatrouled 
eniotion^ and pointing towards Imc^^n:^ 
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" look on that countenance, father, behold 
^^ in it the image of divinity itself, the 
C^ inviolable sanctity of virtue ; listen to 
" the sentiments which flow from those 
" pure lips ; compare them with the blame- 
^* less excellence of the life they illustrate; 
*^ then threaten this guilelessi this perfect 
*^ being with eternal destruction, if you 
^ dare !" 

*' If I dare !" retorted the friar, a livid 
bue overspreading his countenance, his 
whole frame convulsed with agitation; 
then, aftei* a successful struggle of a mo- 
ment, he added in a tone of resigitation, 
and smiting bis breast, ^^ dare ! but it is 
*^ well. Suffer me, bdy,to retire ; thy cas- 
** tic, I well foresee, can no longer afford 
** a safe and honourable asylum to thy 
^^ poor beadsman ; iAsultcd, bearded, even 
" in thy presence, let not the meekness of 
" the christian sully the dignity of my holy 
•* vocation/' Then with a look of hum- 
ble resignation^ be \qi hiscros^r fall within 
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his arms, raised his eyes to heaven, and 
retire;d in silence. 

The faculties of the lady Magdelain6 
seemed bound, as by the spell of n)8gic. 
The oblique hints of the friar, so pregnant 
with mortification, so capable of insinuat- 
ing the poison of jealousy, though only 
expressed by self-interest, to awaken dis- 
trust; the temerity of the minstrel. In 
boldly avowing himself the ebfinnpion of 
the apostate novice, including in his vin« 
dication so many personal eulogiums and 
enthusiastic praises; and tbe sudden de- 
parture of her director ; left the lady Mag-r 
delaine for some time, not only immoveable 
but speechless : at length, recovering in 
some degree from the influence of her 
overwhelming emotions, she cast an angry 
glance at the minstrel, and exclaimed with 
affected calmness, " Although vulgar in- 
*^ dignation loves to deal in elipsis and 
^^ aposiophesis, philosophy disdains the Ian* 
** guage of passion, nor can even hypocrisy 
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*' or ingratitude, rouse it from its perpetual 
** calm.^ Yet thy temerity, you r>g stranger^ 
^* irii^it "well sanction such evident resent- 
ment as. was displayed by tbe philoso* 
pher Pbyre, the Elean^. who pursued 
his cook even to tlie market place, with 
a spit in his hand, for a trifling offence : 
" yet I will only admonish thee, that thy 
*^ further residence at Montmbrell dc- 
** pends upon the prudent circumspect 
lion of thy conduct, and the -re- 
ppect ar>d deference thou payest to that 
holy man, whose saered character, but 
V now, thou daredst to intolt : but as for 
^* thee, insidious serpent, whose miml has 
** as many cunning devices^ as achilcago- 

^-^ nam has angles,"^ 

Imogen, who till now stood overwhelmed 
and silent, raised her timid glances, and 
attenipted to interrupt the lady Magcle- 
laine: whose philosophy, however becom* 
ingly observed towards the minstrel, seem- 
ed now nearly reduced to the same ebb as 
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that of the sage of Elea; while her stera 
eye, turned towards the beautiful counte* 
nance of the novrice, stole from thence new 
fuel for her rage. 

" Peace f" cried the lady Magdelaine, 
" I will not be imposed on by thy dupli- 
" city : to-morrbw restores thee to thy 
*^ ponvent ; there thou wilt have time to 
" reflect ori thy ingratitude, and to repent 

"it/v- ^ ■ •' ■. • " ^ ■ 

The tear which had fallen on the cheek 
of Imogen dried on its glowing surface ; 
the fire of indignant pride flashed frorti her 
languid eye; and^he retired in silence, and 
with an air of native dignity, which, op- 
posed to the aflected hauteur of the lady 
Magdelaine, 'marked the vast difference 
between the inborn greatness of the soul, 
and the ostentatious prid6 of a mean and 
self-sufficient mind. Almost at the same 
moment the lady Magdelaine quitted the 
apartmerit, in order to follow the friar, and 
deprecate the wr^tb of a being who, raised 
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^om ootfaing by ber ilKbestowedf b(^nt/, 
^ad obtained an- ioflaexice over ber xniiid 
and actions sbe bad oeitber the penetratioa 
to discover or the power to obviate; leav- 
ing ber new favouritej as she believed^ to 
*^ cbew the fi»d. of sweet and bitter faocj^'^ 
and to repent the temerity which she wi^ed 
liiim to suppose had nearly forfeited ber 
&vour for ever. ^ Nothing, |iowever, was- 
farther from the favourite*s thoughts : bis^ 
eye had for some time impatientJy dwelt 
on the paper he had seen fall frdm the 
friar*s trembling hands, and which he sup- 
po3ed contained the subject of Imogen^s 
accpsatioH ; and no sooner :bad' the Udy 
Majgdelaine left the apartment than lie 
eagerly gathered up the fragments, which 
had been the efficienr causeof the foregoing 
scene* It was so torn and defiaiced, probably in 
the struggle b^ween tbo. friar and the no-, 
vice, that it woM^ have'been illegible to any 

4 

^ye but that wjjjcb PPw endeavoured to de- 
vour its contents ; . it contained a few unn 



finUhed stan^as^ of some poetical merit. 
That tliey were addressed to himself^ al>» 
though be believed never intended for bis 
iospectioo^ the minstrel soon discovered ; 
and that tbey flowed with the warmest sen* 
timents of admiration^ he was not long in 
developing. The poetess at once profess* 
ed bis genius to be the tbeme of her .9ong» 
and the model of her imitation : she dwelt 
with enthusiasm on the charm that lurked 
in his lyre^ and the spell that breathed in; 
his voice. She personified him as ihc ge<»> 
nius of minstrelsy ; and, under the sanc« 
tion of her own fanciful image, worshipped 
him she had immortalized ! while her beairt, 
trembling for the ardour of her imagina- 
tion, frequently appeared to check its dar- 
ing flights ; and her modesty, suspecting 
the treachery of her heart, veiled with a 
timid hand the warmth of its glowing dic- 
tates; • 

The minstrdi would have regretted thatt 
this little effusion had been Mi, unfinished^ 
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could any regret have iristnuated itself into'' 
an heart overwhelmed by those rapturous 
eniotions which the first conviction of 
awakening reciprocal admiration, and de- 
lighting those, with whom we have long^. 
been delighted, excites : rapt,, intoxicated^ 
be read the unfinished address,. not once, 
but twenty times; while the heart and 
vanity of the man were too highly gra- 
tified, to suffer the judegement of the critic 
to exert its powers: unbiassed, fay partiality, 
uninfluenced by self-love : the poem there- 
fore was exquisite, and the poetess more 
than ever divine! s 

t Imogen had fled from the lady Magde- 
larne's apartment to her own, where she 
passed the remainder of the day in tears* 
Her proud heart swelled with indignation, 
at the unmerited severity she had been 
treated with before the minstrel; and every 
delicate and refined feeling recoiled on it-' 
self, and agonized to the recdlection of 
those oblique hints which the friar let fall 
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of her partiality to the young stranger; 
trembling with apprehension lest the sub- 
ject of her poetical inspiration should be- 
hold a witness that might be construed 
into the strongest confirmation of the 
friar's surmises; and recollecting that the 
friaf had dropped her little poem, although 
her agitation on leavjng the room had pre- 
vented her executing the intention of se- 
curing it, she hastily rose and fled to lady 
Magdelaine's study, in the hope of still find- 
ing it there; but the most diligent search 
was fruitless. 

Disappoinnted and low-spirited, she was 
returning to her apartment, when the re- 
viving freshness of the evening air drew 
her towards the open casement of the gal- 
lery through which she passed. It was the 
hour of vespers; all the family, herself ex- 
cepted, were still in the chapel, and the 
castle was involved in a Solemn silence that 
corresponded with the scene which at once 
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attracted her ga^e and spoke peace to her 
wbunded spirits. 

The sun was setting with uncommon 
splendour; xind the clouds, concentrating 
on their surface a thousand vivid rays, 
sometimes assumed the appearance of float- 
ing mountains, emitting from their lumi- 
nous points flashes of living gold, and 
sometimes streaming like meteors through 
the deep blue of the glowing atmosphere. 
Scarce a breeze panted on the verdant fo- 
liage, and the spirit of peace seemed fo 
expand its pemio?is o'er the soft solemnity 
of the hour; while the crescent moon, 
already displaying her silver horn, bathed 
her beams in the waters of the Aisne, 
whose bosom was darkened by the length* 
ening shadows of thecastle's lofty turrets. It 
, was a scene finely in unison with the feel- 
ings of Imogen : her eyes dwelling on the 
glories 6f the creation, a religious rapture 
diffused itself around her; and with all 
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her glowing emotions " thick about her/' 
she ben( one knee to the ground^ and 
offered up that incense of the heart, 
*^ whose fragrance smells to heaven^ 

Her spirits calmed, her feelings sub* 
limed, by this pious indulgence of her soul's 
grateful effusions, she arose to retire, when 
turning round she perceived the minstrel 
leaning against a pillar near the spot where 
she stood. He darted forward to detain 
her, as with a hurried pace she was re-* 
tiriug. 

*^ Not by a sigh," said he, catching the 
drapery of her robe, ^* not even by a sigh, 
** would I violate the sanctity of thy holy 
*' occupation;, yet now thy orisons to 
^' heaven are finished, turn, fair saint, and 
^^ granC that hearing to another which but 
•^ now haply thou invokest for thyself." 

Surprise and confusion for a moment 
held Imogen in suspense whether to obey 
the dictates of her prudence or her wishes 5 
and the minstrel^ taking advantage of hef 
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dubious silence, led her gently back, and 
continued: ** May heaven grant thy pe- 
*^ tilion, as thou hast acceded to mine; 
^* and may happiness be as liberally be- 
*^ stowed on thee as thou hast power to 
" bestow it on others!" 

^* Mine .were not prayers of supplica- 
^^ tion," said Imogen smiling, ^* but the 
*^ effusions of the heart, grateful for bless- 
*^ ings conferred, throbbing with rapture 
'' an*deHght/V 

'* Such then be mine!'* said the min- 
strel with impassioned earnestness ; '* and 
** here on this beauteous hand suffer me 
'* to offer up the ' effusions of a heart, 
** grateful indeed for blessings conferred, 
'* yet still presumptuously claiming.*' 

Imogen in confusion snatched away her 
hand, and would have instantly with- 
drawn; but the minstrel, again catching 
the drapery of her robe, exclaimed : " For- 
ii give, oh! forgive the temerity of an im- 
. prudent, who, borne away by the im- 
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' petuosity of those feelings your presence 
*' is but too much calculated to inspire, 
** finds even the respect he owes you in- 
^* adequate to resist their influence." 

" I entreat/* said Imogen faintly^ " you 
** will suffer me to retire.'* 

" If," continued the minstrel, " I bear 
^* about me some secret cause of your too 
*' evident antipathy, suffer me. to with- 
^ draw ; but oh! let me not intrude upon 
** those sweet meditations of a refined and, 
** superior mind, or banish thee from the 
" contemplation of a scene so beautiful 
" and sublime J so congenial to a taste 
" alive to all that is most exquisite in 
" either ; a scene where a moral interest 
" attracts the heart, and pensive memory 
" loves to identify that spot sacred to Eloisa» 
'' and Abelardr * 



* The Paraclete monastery was founded, m the 
diocese of Troyes, Champagne, by Abclard, who was* 
iaterred with Eloisa in an adjoining monuoaent* 
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" To EJoisa and Abelard!*^ returned 
Imogen starting. 

** Behold,'* continued the minstrel, art- 
fully fascinating her attention, and insen- 
sibly^ drawing her back to the casement, 
" behold that mountain, whose base the 
*' moon's fantastic light now silvers; be- 
" neath its sheltering height repose the 
" mouldering ruins of the Paraclete." 

" Alas !" said Imogen, witt awakened 
enthusiasm, " why has the knowledge of 

a circumstance so interesting been so 

long denied me ?'* 
Because," said the minstrel " thy 
** unkind destiny has thrown t.hee among 

those, who, dead to the finer feelings 
" of the souJ, reject the higher joys which 
* taste and fancy give ; whose barren 
^^ hearts, wrapt in their own self-adoring 
" pride, ne'er stole a pleasure, save what 
'* self-love inspired; and whoso con- 
*^ tracted minds, deceived by pious fraud, 
*' seek heaven on motives as selfish as the 
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means they pursue to attain their end 
are childish and puerile. But, oh* sweet 
*^ enthusiast! thou whom genius, fire, na- 
" ture, warms; Avhom thought, feeling, 
** and taste, raise in the scale of thinking 
beings even above thy species ; 'tis for 
thy rapt fancy to consecrate the sbene 
^* sacred to departed genius; 'tis for thy 
"" warm sensible heart to pay the homage 
" of a sigh o'er the spot sacred to the re- 
" ipembrance , of uqequalled but unfortu- 
" natelove." ♦ 

The gratified ambition, the gratified 
heart of Imogen sent a glow to her cheek 
as sha replied: 

** In the stillness of a fine evening,/ 
^* wh6n the setting sun had flung bis glow- 
" ing beams on those picturesque ruins 
V which skirt the mountain's base, it 
** should seem that an intuitive something 
'* led me to their contemplation ; and my 
eager gaze has dwelt on them till fancy's 
mimic powers peopled the deserted 
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** shades with forms wild and fjintastic, 
" and gave to every mouldering dome, 
*^ to every ruined cloister, an appropriate 
'* inhabitant." 

" And yet," said the minstrel with a 
sigh, " that scene of savage desolation was 
" once the sad retreat of youth, beauty^ 
*^ and genius; of love unsubdued, of pas- 
sion too potent for reason, or even re- 
ligion, to conquer. It was beneath the 
** shelter of that wild and gloomy valley 
** thQ unfortunate and enamoured Abelardv 
'* fixed the bst residence of his heart's 
*^ idol. He sought a scene congenial to 
•^ the sombre temper of his own feel- 
'^ ings, and the unerring sympathy of love 
" taught him to believe in unison with 
*' those of his wretched mistress. Per- 
*^ haps as he watched the progress of that 
" gloomy pile, tomb of hi« joys ! as he 
/^wandered in the restless agitation of 
*^ despairing love amidst those savage 
*^ scenes, he has fixed his eye upon that 






ST. DOMINICK. 177 



^* Silver orb that now fascinates our gaze, 
^* and exclaimed, as I donow, * Beautiful 
" planet! witness of my passion and my 
** woes! hereon this spot haply tboii$haIt 
fling thy beams upon my love, and illu- 
mine her dreary path of midnight medi- 
tation, when far from this abode of peace 
*^ the wretched Abelard, pjirsued by envy, 
*' persecuted by malice, shall consump a 
" life of wretchedness, for ever lost to love 
" and happiness !' " The minstrel, in agi- 
tation, paused, and fixed his impassioned 
gaze on the tearful eyes of Imogen, who 
with a profound sigh ejaculated* *^ Alas! 
.** unhappy Abelard !*' 

The minstrel took her unresisting hand, '- 
and in a softened voice exclaimed: " You* 
** weep, you sigh; for Abelard's unhappy* 
*^ destiny you sigh. Give then, lovely* 
" maid, thy tears, thy sighs, to me; for 
** his sufferings are mine, but not his 
•^ joys. Misery raised not her bitter cup 

I 5 
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" to Aw Up till he had quafi^d the rosy 
'* draught of bliss to its last precious drop. 
" He loved, and was beloved. Destiny 
^' divided him from the object of his ten- 
^* derness, but her passioTi survived the 
** power of absence : living he was adored, 
•* and in death united to her. But oh! it 
*' is only for bim to complain who has 
** never felt the transport of reciprocal 
•* passion ; whose ardent, glowing feelings 
** prey on themselves; and whose tender, 
** impassioned heart is consumed by a 
*^ sacred, secret, unrequited love!'* 

*• And is that possible ?" said Imogen in 
a faultering accent ; " can a heart, can ^ 
** soul, capable of such profound emotion, 
** such refined tenderness, such delicate 
^ and proud reserve, throb with unrequited 
** passion ?** 

«* *Tis for you to decide," said, the min- 
strel, dropping on one knee: ** Imogen, 
« beloved as soon as seen! Imogen, these 
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\ ' * 

«* momeots are furtive as they are pre- x 
'^ cious ; they will admit of no studied 
'^ detail of passion, nor can I tell thee 
<^ aught the sw^et intimations of the heart 
*' havejnot whispered thee. Perish the 
^' love that calls on cpld formal decldfa- 
" tions to betray its existence! Perish 
** those- affections which every emotion, 
** every glance, every word, does not tes- 
" tify! Oh, Imogen, retnove that envious ' 
" veil. I ask not for confirmation, but 
** for hope; I ^sk not to violate the reserve 
*' of thy sacred delicacy, but to suppli- 
" cate thy compassion : turn then not 
** from me those eyes ; le^ me -read in 
** them the movements of thy soul, let 
^* them be the arbiters of my fate> let their 
^' beams give life to my hopes, or banish ^ 
" me from thee for ever!'* 

The minstrel, with the timid hand of 
love, drew aside the gauze which veiled the 
face of Imogen, Then her full eye met 
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his, her frame trembled, she leaned on the 
minstrel's sboulderfor support; she wept, 
but wept delicious tears; and Joy might 
have purchased with his best smile the sigh 
that stole from her lip. 

The minstrel gazed on her for a moment 
in speechless extacy, and 'Silence seemed 
enamoured of the pause which Rapture 
bad created. Imogen was the first to de- 
stroy the sweet yiusion: she started from 
tjje supporting arm of the minstrel, cast 
around a quick and fearful glance, then 
uttered a faint scream, and would have 
fled. The minstrel's circling arm detained 
her. *' Merciful heaven !*' said he; ** in a 
moment such as this, whence this strong . 
emotidn of terror ? Does Imogen re- 
pent a condescension too dubious for 
** even love's ardent wishes to construe 
** into more than pity ?'* 

^ Didst thou not see or hear any thing?'* 
said Imogen trenabling.— •* What should 
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** I see or hear but Iniogen ? / Have I at 
** this moment ^ sense, a thought, a feelr 
** ing, that is not all Imogen }V 

** ^As- Heaven is my witness, I beheld the 
** lady Magdclaineand the father director 
*^ glide from behind i^ t pillar^ and go " 
** out at that door." ^^ 

" Indeed P' said the minstrel thought- 
fully. 

A faint ejaculation from the novice 
(who reeled towards a pillar) was all 
the answer he received ; and at the same 
moment he found himself violently seized 
by the collar, and surrounded by some of 
the domestics of the chateau, with the 
friar and hdy Magdelaine, who exclaimed, 
** Seize the traitor ! bear him instantly to 
*^ the western tower.** The servants 
obeyed: the minstrel struggled, and op- 
posed their efforts with Herculean strength ; 
but overcome by numbers, as they tore 
him away he fixed his eyes on Imogen, 
(who, the living image of terror, still clung 
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to the pillar for support,) and as he passed 
her, wildly exclaimed : " Heaven guard 
•* and protect thee, thou suffering excel- 
^' lence, from the persecuting spirit erf" envy 
•^^ and oppression ! ajndoh!" — Ere he could 
finish the sentence he was dragged away^ 
and Imogen fell lifeless to the earth. 
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CHAP. VIII. 

Aad sball I here abide the shot 
Of angry eyes, i^ot comforted to live. 
Bat that there is thb jewel in the world 
Tbat Inay we again? 

Ah doleote parti0 

Ah piu dell mia vita 

Da te parte, e Don moro> e pur io prove 

La pena della morte 

£ sentonei partke 

Un vivace morire ; 

Ch*elia vita al dolore 

Per fa che moja immortalemente il cuore. 

Interest was in the breast of the 
father Anselm the universal dissolvent, be- 
fore which every other passion and senti- 
ment disappeared. Nothing had been fur- 
ther from his mind than to quit the chateau 
de Montmorell, and leave his young com- 
petitor in undisturb^ed possession of all 
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those precious immunities he had himself 
so long been endowed with ; yet still with 
well-timed policy he secluded himself f^-om 
the presence of the lady Magdelaine, nor 
could she obtain from the haughty and 
self sufficient priest the audience of a mo- 
ment, until, returning from vespers, she 
entreated a moment's conversation with 
him relative to the circumstances of the 
morning; and the father, feigning an in- 
tention of going that night to a friary of 
his own order on tke skirts of the forest, 
refused to enter the chateau until he re- 
ceived her promise that the minstrel should 
be dismissed from it the following morn- 
ing. But the friar had hitherto only to 
contend with the head of lady Magdelaine; 
he. had now, for the first time, to enter the 
lists with her heart; and when a woman' 
heart is reduced even to the last extremity, 
her ingenuity seldom fails to bring in a 
corps de reserve to its assistance. * 

•* My dear father," said the lady Mag- 






St. fiOMINICK*^ 185 

delaine, *^ yaur better judgment is For 
once overshot by your unsuspecting 
simplicity j far from turning this young 
stranger adrift, let us secure him a pri- 
*^ soner, until he can make some disco- 
** very of what he is ; for my mind mis- 
^^ gives me he is other than bis seeming 
*• betokens : times such as these sanction 
" every -suspicion, and — " 

The lady Magdelaine made a sudden 
pause, caught the friar by the arm, and 
stopped beneath a casement, from whence 
the minstrel's voice distinctly issued. Five 
minutes breathless attention to the con- 
versation of the minstrel, which in the 
Stillness of the evening reached her ears, 
deprived the lady Magdelaine not only of 
her philosophic coolness, but her christian 
equanimity. Her sallow cheek glowed 
with the rage of jealousy, her eyes flashed 
fire; she hurried into the chateau, follow- 
ed by the triumphant friar, and as she 
passed through the great ball, ordered 
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some of the domestics to accompany her 
instantly to the gallery, to seize on the 
minstrel, and confine him in the western 
tower till they received further orders* The 
command was uttered with feudal jitern- 
ness, and obeyed with feudal exactitude. 

The lady Magdelaine retired to her 
apartment in agitation too evident to escape 
the observance of the friar, who no longer 
insisted on going that evening to the friary 
of the Cistercian brothers. 

Neither the discovery of the minstrel at 
Imogen's feet, which she had herself wit- 
nessed, the moftifyiTig blow her vanity^ bad 
received, nor the arguments of the friar, 
were sufficient to counteract the partiality 
which the young secretary had awakeoed 
in the heart of his patroness. Her passion, 
like other propensities of dotag-e, increased 
by opposition ; and, with a fondness almost 
childish, grew wayward and te?ty as its 
darling wishes were opposed. 

The morning after* the minstrers con^- 
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finement the friar, attended by a number 
of the domestics, was dispatched to lead 
the young culprit into the presence of the 
offended lady, to be tried for the high 
crime and misdemeanor of preferring 
youth, beauty, and genius, to age, ugli- 
ness, and pedantry; for notwithstanding 
the welUfeigned suspicions by which she 
meant to temporize with the aversion and 
prejudice of the friar, the lady Magde- 
laine bad no fault to find with the min- 
strel, no suspicion to satisfy, save what 
envy and jealousy gave birth to. Neither 
the rigid nerves or composed pulses ot the 
philosophess could withstand the agitation 
the expected appearance of the minstrel 
excited ; and footsteps approaching her 
study-door gave a new throb to her hearty 
when the friar entered, followed by her 
other emissaries, who, with countenances 
- full of importance, all seemed eager to 
ipeak. 
^' I congratulate you, madam," said the 
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friar: ^* your dangerous guest is fled^ The 
*^ criminality of his intentions anticipated 
** your scrutiny^ and he Htd from that 
'^ retribution his hypocrisy and ingratitude 
« merited." 

** Fledr* repeated the lady TVTagdebin^ 
pale with surprise and disappointment; 
*' fled! impossible! the door locked^ and 
** the key in my possession !'* 

** But the window Was but iU-gecupqd/^ 
said the friar; ^* we found one of the bars 
wrenched away,and a breach made in the 
frame; and though its height is consi- 
derable, despqr.^«tk>n is not be intimidated 
by probable dangers when certain peril 
awaits it.*' — ^^ Besides, with humble de- 
ference/* said Ambrose, bowing,, " there 
is no coping with conjuration ;: and if 
this same monsieur troubadour had not 
been deep i« the black ajt, he could 
never have set our damsels' wits adrift 
with his roundelays and romances; nor, 
.with ail humility be it spoken^ woi^ld^e 
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*' have got into such marvelous great favour 
** with my lady, who set her face against 
** him, as onemay say, from the beginning.** 
^* Peace !** interrupted the lady Mag- 
delaine, glad to have an opportunity of 
venting her stifled rage on her servants, 
whom she now accused as the efficient 
cause of the minstrel's reception at the 
chateau, and whose negligence had favour- 
ed his escape. Then suddenly recollect- 

m 

ing herself, she eagerly demanded who had 
seen the demoiselle Imogen that morning? 
and, without waiting for an answer, dis- 
patched a messenger for her. 

When Imogen had recovered from the 
state of insensibility into which she had 
fallen in the gallery, surrounded by dark- 
ness, and a prey to the most dreadful im- 
pressions, she with difficulty crept to her 
own apartment, and, flinging herself on 
her couch, passed the night in that variety 
of emotion which the circumstances of the 
evening were calculated to inspire: yet. 
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amidst the train of fears, doubts^ and ap- 
prehensions, that floated on her mind, one 
smiling sentiment was still buoyant; and 
to its sweet solace her harassed thoughts 
still turned for rfcpose, and found felicity 
supren>e and unalloyed. Imogen^ the 
young, the enthusiastic, the sensible, and 
tender Imogen, loved and was beloved! 
Could Imogen be otherwise than happy, in 
spite of the gloomy visions her timid fancy 
conjured to scare her hopes ? Yet the 
blush which this delicious consciousness 
brought to her cheek, faded to a death -like 
paleness when Beatrice, who brought the 
lady Magdelaine*s commanding message, 
informed her the minstrel had fled. 

*' Holy Mother! but it is a strange 
*^ WorJd!*' said Beatrice ;. " it is, as Am-, 

brose says, nothing but ups and downs. 






Here is the minstrel, that was .every 
thing yesterday, is nothing to-day. But 
they say it was not for nothing either 
my lady confined hiiii.in the western 
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tower. Some say he was a Hugonot 
and an unbeliever-, others say he was a 
traitor ; but most folk seem to think he 
was a Jew or conjuror; and Bernardme 
swears he heard a clap of thunder/ that 
shook the whole chateau, jwst as the 
great clock struck twelve ; which ^brings 
to my mind the story of th(5 old astro- 
loger, who threw himself into the moat. 
Thus it was, maderlioiselle : It was the 
eve of St. Maxima, just after I came 
from Provence with my old uncle to the 
chateau. I remember I had on my 
tawny-orange fardingale, which had been 
only once scoured, and'*-— With a pro- 
^ found sigh Imogen interrupted her, to en- 
quire if lady Magdclaine knew of' the 
^- Iriin^rel^s escape ? 

^' Chrisft! have I been chatttcring like a 
^* jay! alt this time, and qorte forgot that 
**tth^^dof*e desired tile to tell you, my 
*• lady- cbmmknds you instantly to the 
♦^ study.' I fency 'tis about something 
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«« very extraordinary ; so if you will have 
" the goodness to leave the least bit of the 
*' door open," — 

*• Dear Beatrice," said Imogen, in tears, 
*^ cannot you make some excuse for me ? 
^^ Indeed I cannot appear before the^lady 
" Magdelaine/' 

" Dear mademoiselle, not I; T could 
*' not make an excuse if I was to die for 
** it ; and yet you know I would go to the 
" end of the world to oblige you.'* — While 
Beatrice was still speaking, Theodore him-* 
self tapped at the door with a second mes- 
sage; and Imogen^ pale and trembling, 
was forced to obey. 

She found the lady Magdelaine alone : 
who, with a brow contracted by unusual 
severity, and a voice almost inarticulate 
from rage, commanded her instantly to 
relate all the conversation that had passed 
between the minstrel and her the preceding 
evening in the gallery;, but tears dnd 
blushes were all the^answer she could obtain. 
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" It IS then as I suspected," exclaimed 
'^he lady Magdelaine ; ** and a novice of 
^' the holy order of St. Dominick was on 
*' the point of becoming the prey of her 
*^ own weak and foolish vanity, and the 
^^ artful seductions of a low-born vil- 
lain !" She then loudly expatiated on 
the fmprudence, indecorum, and ingrati-^ 
tude of Imogen'^ conduct; and, hurried 
away by the influence of jealousy and dis- 
appointment, for once descended from the 
accustomed trope, figure, and metaphor, of 
her high-flown rhetoric, to speak in the 
more forcible and poignant language of 
** a woman scorned ;" and, after a reproof 
and an exordium of an hour long, the all- 
enduring Imogen was sent back to her 
room, with the terrific threat of being im- 
mediately removed to the convent, and re- 
presented in her true colours to the abbess 
and the nuns. 

Happily, however, for the lady Magde* 

VOL. I. K 
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laine, her amatory, Hke her religious pro* 
pensities, required a visible object to in- . 
spire.and perpetuate their ardours. Neither 
her faith nor her love was founded upon 
thoso spiritualtsed sentiments which^ could 
enable them to exist in mere conception 
oi- belief; and if the picture of a saint was 
Becessary to stimulate her piety, the pre- 
sence of the young stranger was requi* 
site to perpetuate the tenderness he had 
awakened. It was not then to be won* 
dered at that in a few days her heart re- 
sumed its wonted callosity, the friar his 
^boundless influence; that the foundation 
of the monastery was again an object of 
interest, and the Crusades pursued with 
accustomed vigour. Even Imogen wai3 
again reinstated in the honours of the 
-escrutoire, and her profession put off until 
the Crusades should be finished, which 
were now hastening to a conclusion ; while 
poac St. Bonaventure claimed his old sta- 
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tion, to the discomfiture of Ovid, and -the 
Odes of Sappho were resigned in honour 
i)( the Miracles of fit. Theresa* 

The castle again resumed its wonted 
tranqi^il uniformity; and the adventure of 
the extraordinary stranger, whose presence^ 
like a blazing meteor, spread temporary 
confusion, amazement, and admiration, 
was now- ranked among the established 
tales and gossip stories " told by the win^ 
** ter fire," aind wondered at as often aa 
told. ■ } 

Love knows no Inequality ; it di^overs 
in, or bestows on, its object every thing 
that eicites interest or constitutes perfec*- 
tion. The sympathies of the heart arc 
deaf to the arbitrary suggestions of pridet 
and even the dts^dvfiotages of birth or for*- 
tune serve but as b^^so retitvoy which raise 
their possessor superior to destiny, and 
mark him the favourite of heaven, though 
reckless of the world^s petJisfeable treasures. 

Never for a; moment had Imogen re- 
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fleeted that the minstrel held a rank in the 
world, which at that period was neither 
respected nor eligible; that he was a 
foundling, a wanderer, and lastly, the hired 
servant of the lady Magdelatne; still less 
had she confounded him with the domes- 
tics of the chateau. With whom indeed 
could she flssimilate him? for with her he 
held a distinct place in the creation, _and 
from the moment she first beheld him he 
appeared more th^n human, and* every one 
elsb appeared less. 

The new, the profound, the s,weet emo- 
tions, which had influenced the flow> and 
jebb of her reflections during themiostrel's 
residence ^ at the chateau, now only at in- 
tervals thrilled on her heart; while the 
pensive sadness of disappointed hope, .of 
<lisappofnted love, hung its perpetual gloom 
o'er the mind, the manners^ the brow of 
•the novice: and though conatitutipndl vi- 
j^acity sometimes lured a smile to her lip, 
the heart's dejection ever, pursued the 
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lovely stranger with a tear; and yet,%ena- 
iDOured even of her misery, since it was 
remotely connected with all she had ever 
known _of bliss, she cherished the source 
of her affliction, nor would have exchanged 
her present sufferings for all the calip of 
her former indifference. 

There are rapturous sentiments, rap- 
turous recollections, that can only be too 
dearly purchased when virtue is the price. 
Imogen had known them, yet Imogfen was 
innocent; she therefore suffered acutely, 
but patiently. *' And can one" so easily 
^* part with what one so dearly loves?"' 
said she one morning, as she sat thinking 
on the minstrel's sudden flight: ** if:so, 
*^ then it is not iove I feel." No witness 
is requisite to excite tb^ blush of refined 
sensibility. Imogen started at the thought, 

m 

which had not escaped 'her lips, but her 
heart, and hid her face in her veil, to con- 
ceal her blushes even from herself. Then, 
hurrying from the re flection j^fce attempted 



f o account for that sudden departure of tbe 
minstrel, which had awajiened it.. " What* 
*• ever were the aecu^aliona^''^ said Ae^ 
^ the lady Magdelalo^ bad t^ ^Uegft 
** against the amiable yoang str anger> they 
^^ were of a npiystertous ©atwre,. Ibr^they 
•* still remaiti locked U|) withia beu owtin 
^* breast. Although they mu«t hav:e t)een 
^' th« cause of his depauturey yet would, i 
•* stake all that is ckarest to me oa e^rfrh^ 
^^ he wasr ir^noceut;- foi^ obi wmly g^t^t 
" never bung her gloojaot o«i a hfow IHqq 
•' hia, nor vice polluted the soul of one? 
*^ whose sentiments breathe the spLciii of 
A* virtue!" 

This was indeed the conclusion of aa 
inexperienced and enamoured heart;- fop 
the sentiments of the geniu3 are not al- 
ways illustrative of the principles of the 
man. But Imogen, fertile iii excuses to 
,caltt) those doubts appeara»ces sancttoned 
of the innocence of him whom it wa$ 
misery supreme to believe culpable, estab- 
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listied the confirmatioa of ber wishes on a 
' stronger foundation : " I have seen little 
^ *^ of the World," said she; " yet, from the 
f^ tittle I h9ve seen,, and from all I hav^ 
■ ^ read, I have learnt that happiness and 
** virtuie have no inseparable connection; 
" that extraordinary merit ever excited . 
** envy, and seldom escapes persccutioo 5 
^ and that the sqfi^ings, the dissensions 
^ of mankind arise less from their vices 
** thaniront their enrols and prejudices: 
^ else why does the page of history teem 
^ witb the virtuous and magnanimous act^ 
*^ .Qf at few heroic individiaals, who Hved 
** but for the good of mankind, and died— 
the victims of its ingratitude and perse- 
cution? Why has philosophy shrunk 
"beneath the oppression of prejudiced 
ignorance,* and genius, unaoticcd and 
unknown, pined in want and lived m 
" wretchedness? Alas! it is not requigtite 
" to be criminal to suffer the gunishmenj/ 
*^ due to vice." 
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The minstrel was therefore not only in- 
nocent but injured 5 and this self-drawn 
conclusion shed a new interest o'crtbat he 
bad already awakened^ and turned another 
ligann^nt round the heart of Imogen. That 
warm and tender heart now reposed all its 
hopes of happiness on either hearing from 
the object of its secret homage, or in 
sketching such wild and fanciful plans of 
future bliss as the young imagination loves 
to colour with its warmest tints. Each 
day as it fled left behind it a new shade of 
regret in the spirits of the novice, for every 
day and every hour fancy promised some 
tidings of the minstrel ; and the heart, 
willingly receiving the grateful illusion, 
expiated its credulity by the pangs of con- 
sequent disappointment. 

Sometimes, hurried away by the vivacity 
of her wishes, she would ascend the ram- 
parts of the castle, full of vague. ex pecta- 
tions that the first object that would salute 
her eye from the plain below would be the 
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minstr€l himself, returning with full power ' 
to clear his character from every aspersion,> 
and i*einstat,e himself in the favour of lady 
Magdelainc; but after a long, eager gaze, 
the desolation of civil wa^gave no object 
to her view but riiined villages, unculti- 
vated fields, or fugitive peasants, flying for 
security to the impervious wilds of the 
forest, and distant parties of the military, 
which overran the provinces in every di- 
rection; and if their' picturesque appfcari- 
ance as they scoured tho^c once smiling^ 
scenes they had desolated, their JDcamy* 
spears, shining arrrtour, and waving plumes, 
amused her imagination, her heart denied 
its interest; and among the tetirs vvhich 
stained her cheek for her own. private suf- 
feritigs, one drop ennobled their source for 
her country's woes! 

One, evening, returning from the ram- 
parts, she passed near the door of the 
apartnKint once occupied by the minstrel^* 
aodibeard^ or faneied slie heard, the tones* 
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of bis harp, as she ^as wont when m a still 
evening be played at his open casement. 
At ifirst she deemed it but an illusion of her 
senses; but as she approached^ the sound 
XTvore distinctly caught her ear. Panting 
and breathless with indescribable emotion, 
she ventured to open the door, and be- 
held-— — the page, seated at the foot of the 
bed, and playing on the minstrel's bar{i. 
Atthesight of Imogen he started, blushed, 
and rose to lay by the instrument. Imo* 
gen, disappointed she knew not why, and 
blushing she knew not wherefore,; apolo-. 
gised for her intrusion, ai\d said with a 
smile:. 

^* I did not know thou wert a mu^cilm, 
^» Theodore.'* 

** Nor am I, mademoiselle ; but it is pa- 
*' tural to imitate what we admire." 

•*. Ob most natural," sigjbcjd liDOgen*- 
" Penvied the minstrel for; mapy. ro^* 
^* sons," said Theodore, casting down bia 
eyeSy <^ aad not a Uttli$ for bis cbarmmg 
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" musical t^ent. J have fistened to bim . 

of a fine nighty vrlien^ be played on tfie^ 

terrace under your window, until I wtpt 
•* like an infant. It is str^ge, raadev 
^' moiselle, that one shouit^ weep as much' 
** from pleasure as from p^in ; nay, some- 
** tiraestmore." 

" Such tears are delicious!'!^ said Imo- 
gen, gazing- on the harp, oVer which the' • 
page leaned. 

" Yes," said Theodore, ans^Vering her 
looks, *^ this was his harp; and there/* ' 
pointing to the bed, *' lies his minstrers 
" habit, which myjady made bim lay aside 
" when he exchanged his minstrelsy for* 
^' a clerkship." 

" And to whom do they now belong ?'*" 
said Imogen eagerly. 

" His dress haS' remained here unrto- 
*•' ticed, just, I believe, as he flung it 
** himself the rtiorning of the night He * 
•^ was taken a prisoner to the western 
*^ tower.'* 
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" Himself!'* said Imogen, with emotion, 
taking^'up the sleeve of the doublet. 
. " Yes/* said the page; " it has not 
** been removed since he slept here. Thi^ 
*5 part of the casrtle is seldom frequented; 
" and the domestics, who fancied the min- 
*^ strel a magician, believe there is some 
/* dangerous spell over the room : so it is 
*^ never visited by any one save myselC** 

" And the harp ?" said Imogen. 

" Oh, true, mademoiselle, the-barp— is 
" mine.' • 

** Did he give if to you, Theodore?'* 

" Why, mademoiselle/* said the page^ 
hesitating, ** I did him a service, and he,' 

in return, presented me with this in-' 

^trument; the only recom pence I would 
** receive, or I believe he had to offer.'* 

** And may I ask what that service 
^' was?** 

" Nay, mademoiselle, you must pardoa 
** me,** said the page, changing colour; 
^^ it is of a nature not to be mentioaed* 
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- ^^ Would he had his harp again, and I~!'* 
The page stopped abruptly. 

" Would you part with the harp ?** said 
Imogen, with affected indifference. 

** Would you wish for it, madenioi- 
*V selle ?" said the page,^ith a penetrating 
smile. 

** If you would, suffer me to become a 
*^ purchaser," said Imogen blushing. 

*^ Perhaps,'* said the young page, cast- 
ing down his eyes, ** you would think mc 
" too' exorbitant ; and I should be apt to 
" demand more than you would be willing 
^^ to grant/' 

" Rather say, Theodore, more than I 
** possess.'* 

" Nat so, mademoiselle; you are rich. 
" Oh! how rich in all"— - 

" Your terms?" said Imogen with im*- 
patience. 

^* One kiss of that fair hand." 

" A kiss of the hand!" said Imogen 
with ^ smile, and . blushing. *^ Nay, Tbeo- 
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" dore, I must not take advantage of your 
** gallantry.'* Then holding out her liltlie 
purae, which contained some valuable coitis 
presented to her by the minor canoness., 
she added, " Will you for the present ac- 
« cept of this, till— ?*' 

" Holy Motherl" interrupted the page; 
** not for the world ! Sell the haVp ! and 
*^ to you ! not fort^e world ! Ah ! raade- 
" moiselle, how little do you know— !" 
Then pausing, abruptly he added, after a 
moment's confusion and silence, ** Shall I 
" convey it to your apartment?" 

*^ Not," said Imogen, " until you suffer 
** rne tQ fasten this round your neck,'* 
drawing from her own a silver reliquarj. 
The young page,' colouring witli pleasure, 
kneeled to receive it. " It was given me 
" by the' laiSy abbess,** said Imogen, while 
she fastened it round his neck, " when I 

left the convent,, aer a charm against 

every dianger ; and since,'* she add^d 
with an acch smiley. ^^ yout setta sa obatiir 
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^* nately to adhere to your first terms^ 
wbry I believe I must give you the kisa 
of the hand into the bargain/* The 
page suddenly dropped the reliquary, which 
he was on the point of raising to his lip^ 
and substituted the extended hand o£ 
Imogen. 

" Ah!'* said the delighted boy, *^I feel 
'* the qharftri your precious gift contains is 
" not proof V against every danger!" 

At night she flew to her little apart* 
ment, as if the sweet inducement of a 
friend's welcome awaited her. Theodore, 
Iks he had promised, bad left the harp there;, 
and Imogen pressed its chords, not oqly- 
witb bjer fingers but her lips, while a re- 
fined regret insinuated itself into her mind; 
that the page had touched those strings 
Sjbe would . wi^h; to believe had lastcon^ 
ffis^d the minstrf^l's magic touch. 
^ Spnf^e little skill on the lute, communi*- 
oatod by the sister Pasiphae^ and a know* 
l^%e c^^ the SQif fiMse of musio almost io^ 
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tuitive,. assisted her in herprogfess on an 
instrument whose, soft and plaintive tones 
were well adapted to the rich and various 
melody of her fine voice. Music soon 
became her only amusem6tit, and the re- 
moteness of her apartment favoured its 
pursuit unknown to lady Magdelaine. 
Music raised in her soul that delirium of 
extacy she was so organized to feel; and 
in repeating those passages which had 
most charmed her in the minstrePs per- 
formance, the memory of past joys awaken- 
ed to the sound. The associating prin- 
ciple that existed between the feelings .and 
the sense exerted its influence, and the 
harmony that ch^<rmed the eargave a thrill 
of rapture to the heart. 

The third month which followed the 
minstrel's departure dissolved the last fond- 
waking dream which had hitherto flattered 
t-be hopes of Imogen ; and the belief that 
she had been deceived equally }ij her own' 
credulity and the minstrers profe^siop^^' 
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took possession of a mind too proud, too 
delicate, not to agonize to the^ conviction. 

. Theflush of her lively sensations gradually 
subsided, and every degree of their pro- 
gressive extinction was tnarked by aj*egret 
that she had been, deluded into a sense of 
bliss that almost expired in its birth, and 
left behind it many a. sweet and poignant 
recollection, to add a deeper shade of con- 
trast on the stdlen doom that awaited her. 
To that keen vivacity of emotion which 
lately agitated her bosom, succeeded the 
pensive, settled gloom;'which so frequently 

• takes possession of the delicate and refined 
mind in its transition, from suspense ani- 
mated by hope to hopeless certainty. Yet 
ngt alone the disappointment of a first- 
awakened passion produced the despon- 
dency which seized her heart, and clouded 
the frolic spirit of her native disposition. 
Hitherto the impossibility of. their attain- 
ment stifled in her bosom those vague and 
scarcely understood ideas which pointed to 
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Ktlety and the world. The Qarrow Jimita 
of th^t sphere she had moved in, the chijl 
austerity of her associates, by suppressing 
even a hope of en^uicipation^^ veducect her 
to a tranquil acquiescence to a destiny 
equally uncongenial to iter reasoi) and betf 
senlioients. But her intercourjse with the 
minstreli Kkad not only awakened ^9 new 
sense of 1ia;ppiness.in> her breatst ; it caiHed 
forth those talents which, rejected back in 
his praise, shone with a splendour tod 
dazzling for the glooiu of pmacy arid se- 
questration ; it had roused the dbrm^t 
/ambition of her soul to, reach that ppiut 
of elevation she had been from her cvso(Bo 
anxious to obtain ; and ft confirined those 
long-nourished and inereasing suggestions 
of reason, that the profession for which^she 
was destined was equally initnical ta reli- 
gion and iporality, to the imtentioos (^ 
Providence, and the welfare of society^ 
and which would for ever annihilate her 
happiness^ without repaying the sacrifice 
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by those illusions whicb satisfy the tnind 
of ignorance^ creduKty, and superstition^ 
for all the solid and beneficial realities it 
has forfeited. Add ta all tbis^ the spirit of 
romance ruled the mind of Imogen with 
no trivial influence. She lived in an^ ago 
when the fanta^ic goddess shed her illu^ 
sioas over -the ^>orld, and estabhshed a 
sovereign empire which required the united 
f Sorts of genius and reason to undermine. 
The warm aiid lively imagination of the 
young novice was wett adapted to receive 
the " bright entbusiastV inspirations^ and 
to pursue heir rarptd fHghiLs and wildest fan* 
ei^s beyond the sober boundaries of pro- 
bahility^ beyond the guardian wing o| 
wfety. 

An elopement from the chateau had 
therefore long been the object of her me- 
ditation,, ere her return to the convent of 
St. Dofminick^ prohibited every hope oi 
escape. ** Reason, happiness, even virtue 
^ itself/' said Imogen, ^* saoetions the in* 
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" tention, though a desperate one ;*' while 
Love, in league with Fancy, lay laughing 
ferdu in a corner of her heart at the sober 
naittes giveii to his suggestiDns, ; ' ' 

But in her plan of escape Imogen hiad 
ndther end nor object; but then she had- 
delightful adventures, novel situations, and 
interesting circumstances in abundance. 
Love too sketched out (by fond association) 
the character she should assume to effect 
her purpose; it was that of a young wan- 
dering musFcian. "What a sweet, vsweet 
" character!" said Imogen, with a sigh 
and a smile; and- chance furnished her 
with a disguise, for the minstrePs habit still 
lay in the unfrequented chamber, and, like 
precious relics, daily received a visit from a 
votarist of no lukewarm devotion. 

" My niotive,'* said Imogen, " is war- 
^^ rantable in the eye of heaven and of na- 
** ture. I will not violate the altar of the 
^^ Deity by vows my heart disowns, my 
^ reason GQndemns. That heart tells me 
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" it c$n never renounce the ties, the af- 



" factions of humanity ; that reason dis- 
" approves it ever should; and until I can 
*^ believe a life useless to my fellow-crea- 
*^ tiires can be pleasing in the eye of ray 
" God I AviJl never embrace if: there re- 
5^ n^iains therefore no other alternative but 
** to fly from the fate that awaits me." 

Unprotected, innocent, unfriended or- 
phan! whither wouldst thou fly? what 
asylum opens to receive thee? what fond 
arms unfold to embrace thee ? where wilt 
thou find a tender bosom on which to re- 
pose thy aching temples \ where wilt thou 
find an afitctiorfate heart to sooth the suf- 
ferings thine own has encountered ? The 
world is indeed ^' all before thee where to 
" chuse,'^ but who will q^pflrm that 
choice? who will realijze the fairy visions 
of thy sanguine expectations ?,. 

It was thus Experier\ce should have ad- 
dressed the novice : but the novice was but 
just eighteen; the fire of imagination, the 
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illusions of fancy, the spirit of genius, all 
bewildered her senses, animated her mind, 
and, amidst their sedacing adnjonitions, 
the ^* Btill small voice*' of Experience waft 
unheard. Oh youth ! season of delight, 
sweet era of premature immortality! what 
is there in the sober satisfaction, the fcau- 
tious comforts, and solid certainties of age, 
to compensate for the loss of thy golden 
dreams? dreams which memory cherishes 
with enthusiasm, and after-life glances 
back on with a faint rthrill of that rapturt 
ye once bestowed. Hope! genius! vir- 
tue ! 'tis in the genial bosom of youth 
your fairest, loveliest blossoms blow and 
flourish! 
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CHAP. IX. 

Friendship makes the rights of its objects equally mat- 
^ters of regard with its own ; a,nd marks a mind that is 
innocent, candid, liberal, and susceptible of the virtues 
which insure the happiness of human nature. 

Bruce's JElemenis of ihe Science of Ethics* 

These are thinking heretics ; 
I should forgive them, did some upstart sect 
With sharper rigours charm this headlong zeal; 
But they in soothe must reason 

Walpolb. 

However rooaantically venturous the 
mind of Imogen, it required some despe- 
rate circumstance to animate her to the 
execution of those visionary 'fjEts her 
fancy had' so often sketched, her reason 
still Refused to ratify. 

Q:)hte4i3ptuous silence, or bigoted ex- 
hortation on the part of the friar ; sharp 
r^roof, or oblique sarcasm on that of the 
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lady Magdelaine ; with wearisome conver- 
sations on the party and religious jargon of 
the day ; the mystery of a vision, or the mi- 
racle of a saint ; the claims of the duke de 
Mayenne, or the heresy of the king; includ- 
ed the whole system of social intercourse at 
the chateau de Montmoreli ; and furnished 
daily aggravation to confirm the young 
novice in the only scheme by which she 
could escape the apathy of her present 
life, or the gloomy destiny that awaited her 
future. But a circunistanc^ now occurred 
to steady those wavering resolutions which 
had long vibrated between the ardour of 
her wishes and- the strength of her appre- 
hensions. The Crusades were finished : 
nothing prevented lady Magdelaine*s visit- 
ing P^t^ but the unsettled state of the 
times, in order to send her work to the 
press : and the day of Imogen's return to 
the convent of St. Dominick was already 
fixed on. The lady Magdelaine, as a proof 
of her munificence and piety, was to pay 
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down a large sum on the admission of her 
anaanuensis among the holy sisterhood ; 
and on the day of her profession^ to present 
the convent with a rich set of altar plate; 
Thus the lady Magdelaine, by a stroke 
of sanctimonious policy, in rewarding the 
arduous services of her secretary, remitted 
a douceur to heaven, in part payment for 
the price of her own salvation ! 

There was nothing talked of at the con- 
vent but the pious zeal, and holy muni^ 
ficence of the lady de Montmorell ; and 
the ycJung novice was supposed to enter the 
sacred pale under the most favourable au&* 
pices. The young novice, however, wa« 
of a different opinion : with'a spirit of in* 
dependence that electrified the narrow 
minds of her patroness and the Criar, she 
absolutely refuted the offered ddmtion of 
lady Magdelaine on her own Account. : 

" If, madam,*' said she one day, as the 
lady ]^agdelaine and the father director 
were enumerating the benefits she would 
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derive from entering the convent on such 
respectable terms^ and furnishing many 
arguments fo stimulate' her gratitude : ^' if, 
^' madam, it is for my sake you are thus 
generous, oh, for my sake, direct your 
generosity in a better channel. The or- 
*^ der of St. Dominick is the most opulent 
^^ in France, and the serfs on the skirts of 
*^ the forest de Montmorell, the most 
wretched ; oppressed by famine, by all 
the horrors of civil war, they languish in 
misery and want, while safety and abund- 
** ance reign in the convent of Saint 
^ Dominick. Let then, madam, those 
*' wretches, who look up to you for assist- 
** ance, feel that bounty it were the mock- 
^* cry of religion to bestow on those who, 
** professing poverty, revel in opulence. 
" Save me from a life for which I feel no 
** vocation, for which I am unworthy ; 
^ and suffer me to continue the most faith- 
** ful of your servants, the most grateful 
<« erf your friends.^ 
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" I understand you," said the lady Mag- 
*^ delaine with a sarcastic sneer : *^ suffer 
^^ you to accompany me to Paris, and 

prove your pious fortitude, by exposing 

you to the trials of temptation. No,'* 
said the lady Magdelaine, " if by my 
** precepts or sample I cannot lure a 
^* wandering soul to heaven, St. Domi'nick 
^' forbid I should^assist jn drawing a sou! 
'' from it." 

** Mother of God, avert that crime !" 
said thfe friar, crossing himself; " and thou, 
^^ oh perverse of spirit, it now becomes us^ 
*^ who took thee from thechurch'sguardiaa 
*^ wing, in sacred trust, to give thee back 
*^ as we received thee. Thou wert then .a 
^^ very saint forsooth, nor could thy piety 
'* be coped withal ; miracles were expected 
** to be performed at thy shrine, and thy 
*^ name to be enrolled in the alburn sa?ic^ 
** iowm of perfection h but now ! oh, sad 
^* frailty of poor human nature! thou art 
^^ little better than one of Ihe wicked. But 
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" tbou art young, and Imst time for amend- 
ment ; thou hast the examples of thirty 
kings and queens, who resigned the 
crown and sceptre for the veil and cro- 
*' zier J and, once wedded to an heavenly 
*^ spouse, dedicated to the embraces of a 
*^ superior being, thy groveling soul sAatt 
^' rise above all humsn passions; and after 
** ^a life of piety, self-denial, and mortifica- 
*' tion, you will have a chance of dying in; 
** a religious rapture, or haply of teing 
^^ added to the list of holy saints 1'* 

^* The Ikt of martyrdom you mean, fa- 
*' ther,** said Imogen, with a flasli of hcf 
wonted playful spirits. 

" Martyrdom to thy sinful propensities,'* 
said the lady Magdelain6, who, iq con- 
junction with the father, continued an ex- 
ordium of more than an hour long, on the 
wickedness of all human afFections, worldly 
attachments, and mortal passions ; substi- 
tuting invective for* argument, and severity 
for admonition ; till Imogen, we£H:ied be- 
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yond all power of farther endurance, burst 
into tears, and exclaimed ; " Spare, spare 
^* me now, .madam, and do with me' 
" as you pleased* The lady Magdelaine, 
who trembled lest the lo3S of a soul should 
be laid to her account, and who was en- 
raged at the spirited opposition of Imogen, 
DOW willingly believed her eloquence had 
effected a reformation, and that the tears 
oF the novice flowed 

*' From a heart contrite, in sign 

Of sorrow unfciga'd and humili^ion meek.'* 

MiLTON. 

And a few incorrect chapters being yet to 
transcribe, the lady Magdelaine informed 
her she was not to weturn to the convent 
till that day week;, and dismissed her with 
a gentleness to which she was little accus- 
tomed. 

The convent of St. Dominick lay some- 
thing less than half a league from the cha- 
teau; the path which led to it was wild 
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and romantic ; it was in ber leisure hours 
a favourite walk with Imogen, and her vi- 
sits to Saint Dominick were almost as fre- 
quent as ber walks ; for the only friend ber 
heart had ever acknowledged, the minor 
canoness, was fast verging on eternity ; and 
the friendship, the tenderness, the compas- 
sion of the novice, led her incessantly to 
the couch of the dying nun. - 

Lady Magdelaine encouraged these vi- 
sits, and the abbess and the nuns received 
her with a cordiality that induced her to 
repeat them • while the minor canoness 
seemed to receive pleasure only tlirough 
the medium of her cheering society : yet 
in all these visits, when confidence was 
most boundless, when the sanguine and in- 
genuous character of the novice lay bare 
and exposed to the penetrating eye of the 
canoness, and when their sentiments and 
opinions were discussed with mutual free- 
dom ;* still, in the most concealed sanctua- 
ry of her bosom, reposed the secret of 
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Imogen's heart The adventures of the 
minstrel had reached the anxious enquiries 
of the curious nuns, and the minor canoji- 
ess, who was ever prompt to ridicule and 
condemn the tittle-tattle propensities of 
tbe sisterhood, looked on it as one of their 
tales of wonder, nor even put Imogen's 
traiterous feelings to the test by an enquiry 
on the subject. 

:ii Imogen, wlio trembled lest the tender- 
ness of her heart was but its weakness, and 
who dreaded the sarcastic raillery, as much 
as she venerated the virtue, and admired 
the brilliant talents of the canoness, hugged 
herself on her fortunate reserve, and felt 
proportionable courage to reveal to her, 
her long cherished intention' of avoiding a 
religious life by flight ; since she could not 
be supposed to be influenced in her dan- 
gerous attempt by the weakness of passion 
rathor than thcv conviction of reason. 

Three weeks had elapsed si nc^ a close 
attendance in the study of lady Magdelame 
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I 

had allowed her to visit the convent : on 
the evening of tHe day the abovie conversa- 
tion took place, she obtained pern>ission to 
visit the sister Pasiphac, and remain with 
her that night. 

Accompanied by one of lady Magde- 
laine's women, she set out on her little pe- 
destrian journey ; and during its perform* 
ance determined on acquainting the ca- 
noness with her resolution, to profit by 
her adyfec, and be decided by bcr opinion ; 
•while she thought she knew enough of the 
nun to believe she would applaud her de- 
termination, and probably assist her to rea- 
lize It. ' 

When she reached the convent, she 
found the nuns at vespers, all but the sister 
Pasiphea, who was now wholly confined to 
her cell ; and when Imogen entered it she 
beheld her reclined on her couch, and ap- 
parently wrapped in a soft repose. Inwgen 
crept towards her, and started with emo- 
tion as she observed the visible change 
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which had taken place in her friend since 
she bad last beheld her : her Yorm seemed 
alniost transparent^ and tp the gaze of the 
•novice appeared little more than a beauti- 
ful aoatoHiy ; from her closed eye. stole a 
tear^ which glittered on a cheek white and , 
pdished as Parian marble ; on her pale lip 
played a sdnile which/ like that tear, seemed 
the ext^tic offspring of her dream's bright 
'visiofi. Thie sun, ds it set opposite to the 
narrow casement of her cdl, flushed a 
rosy tint on her snowy drapery, and tinged 
her whole form with something more than 
human. One skeleton hand w^s spread 
QQ her bosom, the other, rested on^ her lute, 
which lay against the couch t suddenly her 
seraph smile disappeared, her tear dried oa 
her burning cheek, hot- countenance be- 
came convdlsed, her frame shook almost to 
dtsaolution ; she panted, struggled, and 
with a shriek that seemed to burst her 
heart, threw herself out of the bed. The 
irms of the trembling, ^nd scarcely less 
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agitated Imogen, received her, on whose 
face she fixed a wild and eager gaze ; then 
sighing, and with a look of afFectioiiate 
recognition, pressed. her band and faintly 
exclaimed; ^^ Oh, how welcome is the 
^* sight of thee! thy eye alone beams 
*^ peace and youthful joy ; thy presence, 
" only, cheers my drooping spirit !" 

Imogen, weeping, raised her on her 
' couch, ^nd kneeling beside her, pressed 
her hand with her lips. 

**- How warm,** said the nun, ** is the 
*^ pressure of thy lips, and how soothingly 
" grateful thy tears : may they never flow 
** but for the sorrows of another !" then^ 
shuddering, and with a look of wildness,' 
she added, ^* oh, it w'as such a dream ! so 
*^ sweet, and yet so dreadful T* 

^^ Methoughj: indeed it was,'* said Imo- 
gen ; ** for while I watched thee as thou 
" slept, thy countenance exhibited sueK 
*^ strong amotion." 

" And oh, well it might,'* said the nun 
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emphatically, " for that dream contained 
** the epitome of my life : Imogen, I fanr 
*^ cied myself in that sweet era of exist- 
^* ence, when love and hope and every joy 
** runs high ; when pleasure turned her 
" rosy wreathes round my polished brow, 
*^ and guileless rapture thrilled on every 
*^. sense. Seated amidst the emboweHng 
" shades of my sweet paternral home, I 
" beheld at my feet the object of my 
" heart*s idolatry; I felt the pressure of 
" his lip on .my trembling hand, and my 
" ears drankthe welcome sound, that in 
" one short week death only could divide 
-*' us. Suddenly the scene was changed, and 
" instead' of the groves of Provence, I 
*^jMMid rnyself in the great court of the 
^Louvre in Paris; all was darkness and 
'^ desolation ! save when the lightning's 
^^ flash gave to my eye the mangled fofras 
*^of dying men, or bands of murderers, 
*' plunging their feeking daggers into, the 
ff bosoms of unresisting victimls. Prostrate 
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^' to the earth, I invoked the protection of 
** St. Bartholonaew, whose £^tival it was : 
•* methought I beheld him on every side 
^^ succouring the oppres^ and rescuing 
^ the VROunded ; but when his eye beanned 
** full on me, it was my love ; I sprung 
^^ ibrward and found safety ih his arn¥$ ; 
*^ I felt the soft pressure of his embrace, 
?* I felt bis tender i^gh on my cheek and 
** his warm tears on my lip. At that mo- 
^ ment a ghastly band rushed forward, they 
^ iplunged their daggers in the bosom of my 
^/ love; they dragged me from that bleed- 
er ing bosom, and threw me headlong into a 
*^ dreary vault, where rc|)osed the moulder- 
** iug bones of St. Dominick ; th^n, as the 
^v monument cloSed o'er my head^ me- 
** thought I did perceive those murderers 
^* were my brothers 1" 

** God of heaven !" said Imogen, shud* 
dering, " and is this the epitome of thy 
"Jife ?**- The nun folded her hands on her 
hodom, ca^ up her eyes to heaven^ and 
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gently waved her head, while the tears fell 
in large drops down her pale face. 

At that moment a group of the nuns 
Entered the cell ; although th^ eame to 
mak^ enquiries'for the health of the sister 
Pasiphea, they all circled raund Imogen 
as soon as they perceived her, and^iir^te 
of the weakness of the poor ini^id, were 
clamorous in those numerous and simple 
questions, their insatiate curiosity, and eter- 
nal sameness of life; rendered interesting. 
Imogen having satisfied them as far as lay 
in her power, they turned the conversa- 
tion, to all that had occurred at vespers; 
talked prfather Phillips having made a most 
risible mistake, of the awkwardness of the 
officiating nun, and the old sister Urselin*s 
having fallen adeep in the middle of a ju« 
biiitate, and awakening cbaunted the ser* 
vice of the dead ; then Slaving exhausted 
all their flippant nothings^ they wished. the 
weari^ canoness a good nighty and took 
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^ sktleds fotx^e to every bosdm ; and thougH 
^ obscured by those prejudiees born amidst 
^ the profound ignoran to of%ekrly ages^ 
^ confirmed by time, and that passive in- 
•* dolence by which men take up- theft* 
•^ opitikms ijipon trust, and avoid the tr6tf» 
•*'b!e of thitjking for themselves, yet the 
^ human mind, in its progressive state, is 
^ still propelled Jowards perfection, and 
^* gmdually shakes off itiBi errors. In the 
*^ words of an Italian poet: ^ 

* Come d'autttnno Ic foglic 
L'uno aprcsso (Jclle altra infin che*l' tamo 
Tsrinde alii terra t uttc le sue spoglic,-'* 

" AIJ therefore that y^u have now related 
" to me of the change which has taken 
*' place in your sentiments, pleases without 
^^ amazing me; since it confirms what I 
" have always believed, that reason, when 
** suffered to take its cqursc, will ever con- 



* Dante, Infcrtio. 
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^* firm the universal principles of truth and 
" nature, and distiqguish, amidst the va- 
" rious documents of human education, 

the good from the bad ; adhering with 

firmness to the former, and rejecting the 

latter with humility. 

** When in thy infant years I beheM 
^^ thee, and all thy blooming virtues, sacri« 
'^ ficed at the sanguinary altar of fanati- 
" cism, I pitied thee ; when in the clois- 
*^ ters of ' Saint Dominick I beheld the 
^' proud aittbitioB of genius soaring beyond 
^* the narrow limits of destiny, I admired 
" thee : and now, that I find thy reason 
*^ asserting its rights, thy nature recoiling 
" from the barbarous distinctions created 
" by perverted religion, not by the spirit 
** of true holiness, from the horrors of fa- 
" naticism, from the errors of superstition, 
" I revere thee. 

"- But here liiy commendations end ; for 
" here the wondrous strength of thy 
'^ mind ceases to operate, and the suggest 
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*' tioas of a wild romantic imgination 
*' guide thy eiForts: elope! whither, where, 
" to whom, by what means, and for what 
•^ end ?" 

** Alas,'* said Imogen sighing, *^ that I 
" never thought of: but of this I am cer- 
" .tain, a fate more dreadful than now 
*^ awaits me I cannot encounter.** 

** Thou sayest true/* said the nun em- 
phatically J " my heart can best aver 
" how fatally true ! But is there, my sweet 
" imprudent, no medium between certain 
" and probable destruction ; is there no 
*' friend to save thee from immolation ?'* 
. ** On earth** said Imogen, embracing 
the canoness's knees, ** I own no friend 
« but thee/* 

The nun, bending forward, folded her 
arms around her, and let fall a tear on her 
cheek. " That tear,*' said Imogen, as it 
mingled with her own, ** is my assurance 
'^ thou wilt assist me to escape the doom 
f' that awaits me ; wilt thou not ?** 



\ 



ST. DOMINICK. 235 

" And it is to me," said the nun, raising 
and embracing her, " to me thou dost 
** apply for relief; to me who have sworn 
*' on the altar of my God, to violate every 
*^ law, human and divine, he has implant- 
** ed in my breast, to obliterate the afFec- 
*^ tions he has^braced on my soul, and to 
" render others as wretched, were that 
" possible, a& myself: knowest thou not 
** that I am bound to destroy, to abhor, 
•* all who dare think differently from the 
" way I have been taught myself to thinks 
** and that I should deliver thee over to 
*^ inquisitorial horrors^ rather than by com* 
" nriserating thy fate sanction thy ^ apos^ 
" tacy ?•' 

V " Alas,*' said Imogen trembling, as the 
lamp's blue flame flashed in the wild arid 
convulsed countenance of the nun, " alas, 
** if you desert me, then am la wretch 
^' indeed 1" • 

" Desert thee 1" said the nun recover- 
ing, and with an air of tenderness, " de- 
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^* sert thee, tbou sweet victim, nev^r ! yet 
". the world deserted me when at thy age; 
«* with bW thy warm and social affections, 
" I was entombed within this convent; 
^' here withered the bloom of my heart's 
^' first love ; here died my hopes, nerar to 
« live again !" Then taking a medallion 
from her tosom, and tcmching a springs it 
flew open, and presented to the eye of 
Imogen two beautiful portraits : ** Behold,** 
continued the nun, " this fair representa- 
*' tive of youth and vivacity ; such once 
^' was Pasiphca, and this beautiful and 

*^ manly countenance was " The nun 

paused, and for a moment concealed her 
face in her veil ; then with less emotion 
continued ; ** The chevalier de Sorvell and 
" Rosalie de Vilette, after an attachment 
"of some years, founded on a sympathy 
•' of talent and pureuit,'received the sanc- 
" tion of their friends to their union* The 
** brothers of Rosalie, high in fevour with 
^* Charles IX., were implicated in the hor* 



^ jtors of St. Bartholomew, ai\d became 
^ the avenging ipinisters of their diaboli- 
^ cal mon^ch : at the oioment that De 
" Sorvell, like the Spirit of Mercy, flew 
** from aide to side, protecting, rescuing, 
^^ and consoling the persecuted hugonots, 
*^ in snatching a victim from the uplifted 
** arm of the fanatic De Vilette, De Sorvell 
" received a wound in his own bosom, rc- 
" ceived it, oh G^d! in the sight of Ro- 
^^ salie. That moment gave birth to mad- 
" ness ; and when, after a loAg, long ob- 
" livioa to her woes, the wretched Rosalie 
*^ recovered her reason, she found herself 
*' transforgfied into the sister t'asiphea of 
^ St. Dqminick! but I pain thy kind 
" heart/' 

** Nay, in sweet pity, continue," said 
the weeping novice. 

" -Ala^! I have cuily to add, that my' 
" brotheF^s death speedily followed my re- ^ 
" QDvery^ and that De Sorvell still lives. 
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** but oh!, lives not for me!" The nun 
then, after a long pause, added: " And 
*^ thinkest thou I wi)I not make an. effort 
^^ to save thee from that fate that impends 
" o'er thee? Indeed I will. After an 
*^ absence of twenty years from the world, 
*^ it contains but one being whom I can 
*^ call friend. You once saw ber at the 
*^ parlour grate, when she came from Paris 
" to visit me, at a time when I was on the 
" point of .dissolution." 

*^ I do remember well/' said Imogen, 
'^ the lady de Rosemont, to whom, at your 
*^ desire, I carried a rich casket, and who 
" rewarded my trouble by such grateful 
^* commendation as j)lea8ed my childish 
'' vanity." 

. " The same; the amiable sister of the 
^^ lover of Rosalie de Vilette. To her I 
" will commend thee, and she, for my 
" sake, and when I shall be ho more, will 
" protect thee. But hark! the bell toll* 
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^ twelve ; retire tbee now^to rest, and by 
*^ to-morrow I shall have fixed on some 
*^ plan for thee to pursue." 

Imogen, who wept tears of -joy, loaded 
the canoness with her affectionate and 
grateful caresses, embraced her knees, and 
kissed her hands a thousand times, while 
she earnestly entreated to be^llowed to sit 
up with her till she should herself be in- 
clined to retire to rest ; but the canoness 
, said she had some papers to arrange, and 
that it was never her custom to go to rest 
till some. hours afler midnight. Imogen, 
fearing to be intrusive, threw herself on the 
mattress; and, wearied by her long walk 
and her various emotions, sOon fell into a 
soft and sweet repose. 

The dawn was just glancing through the 
casement, and the bell tolling for matins, 
when Imogen from dreams of ideal bliss 
awakened, and* beheld the canoness still 
seated at the table : her arm supported her 
head, and her lamp burtiing dimly before 
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her* The novice arose, and tenderly hinted 
her suggestions that she had not taken any 
repose; when, looking beneath the black 
Tail that shaded her face, she was shocked 
to behold the visible change which bad 
taken place in it since the preceding night. 
The hollow eyes of the pun were inflamed 
and red with weeping, the snowy white- 
ness of her complexion was changed to a 
deadly sallow, and her voice was hollow and 
inarticulate* After swallowing a draught 
prescribed by the physician of tbe convent 
she appeared more composed, read over 
with great earnestness a letter that lay on 
the table, then folded and directed it to 
the chevalier de Sorvell. As she wrote the 
name, Imogen, who looked over her sbouU 
der, saw the tears efface the letters almost 
as fast as they were written. The canon- 
ess then took op another letter, and pre- 
sented it to Imogen to read : it was ad- 
dressed to madame de Rosemont. and almost 
wholly related to Imogen^ who was'men-f 
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tioTied in a manner that called a blush into 
her cheek as she perused the commenda- 
tions of one whose esteem she so dearly 
prized ; but the concluding' lines paled 
that blush, and the tears of mourning 
friendship succeeded to the glow of self-sa»- 
tisfaction as she read the following passage : 
'* Friend o( my life, farewell! That 
^^ life, which your friendship al9ne ren- 
^^ dered worthy of supporting, hasteAs 
** with rapid flight to its last sad hour. 
*^ My existence for these last two years 
** has been a miracle to all, to myself a 
burthen. A protracted being has beea 
the expiation of my sins ; and death, 
like a welcome, long-expected friend^ 
lures me to .those joys. Iif4? denied me. 
When you will receive this, I shall pro- 
bably be no mo^e. The dim eye, wfcose 
weak and imperfect vision scarce views 
these characters'! trace; the trembling 
and fd^eleton hand that with difficulty 
guides my pen i and • those confused 
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•* and incoherent thoughts that rather 
** confound than dictate the heart's still 
^* glowing wishes; all sadly coincide; with 
•* those internal principles of decay which 
^* have long been stealing me to the grave. 
*^ The young novice will give thee a small 
^* packet, to be delivered to thy brother : 
^^ it contains his picture, and the letter be 
*^ addressed some fifteen years ago to the 
^^ minor canoness of St. Dominick: it 
^' contains also a few lines, not from the 
•* fond Rosalie de Villette, but the dying 
^* Pasiphac. Yet, if over these few lines 
** some faint beam of love's decaying fire 
*^ ^eds its lingering glow, and the wo- 
^^ man's treacherous heart betrays its weak- 
^* ness even in the hour of awful di^olo- 
V lution, oh ! let them not meet his eye, 
^* lest he, who towers above mortality, 
*^ perceive bow distant be has left me in 
vtrtue*a steep ascent ! Yet I kad a mind 
that would have gone goal for goal with 
*^ his, but that my heart lacked strength : 
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*^ but now all is over, and death will soon 
^^ accomplish what reason and philc^ophy 
** could not; for De Sorvell will cease to 
•* be beloved when Rosalie shall cease to 
^* live* Once more> farewell for everP 

** Foreverl'* faintly articulated Imogen^ 
concealing her face in her veil; then 
throwing, her arms round the nun, sobbed 
aloud upon her bosom* 

^ My dear child,'* said the canoness in 
great emotion, but too weak to weep, 
^ this is too much4 Spare me, spare thy- 
V self, nor let us by vain regrets occupy 
^^ the precious time which should be de* 
<« voted: to safving thee from that fate w hich 
*• at thy age consigned me to misery! 
^' And trust me^ sweet maid, that after a 
** long, long exclusion from the happiness 
^ of serving a felloiv«>creature, the idea of 
*^ snatching you from^ — oh wretchedness 
-•* supreme i-*-a living death, will shed a 
•' oheering ray upon my life's sad close ; 
^^ and, like a smiling cherub^ hover round 
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**" my heart till its last vital pulse sball: cease 
to play, then mingle with the joys of 
opening heaven ! 

Nay, hear me out, while I have 
strength to speak. The mode of thy 
escape alone perplexes me with obstacles. 
To-day I shall see a person, on whom I 
*^ think I may confide, and whose services 
" I have a right to claim : mean time re- 
^* turn thou to the chateau De Montmo- 
'* rell, and obtain permission to come to- 
^* morrow evening to the convent at the 
"\ hour of vespers. I know thou hast long 
" been the instrument of our superior's 
sanctimonious avarice, who thinks by 
thy means to secure some rich donations 
to the convent from thy patroness, there- 
fore is she impatient for thy return; 
and the lady Magdelaine, who has long 
** trembled for her own salvation through 
*^ thy apostacy, will be as anxious to en- 
^* tomb thee here as the abbess. You 
^ must escape th^ir vigilance, and not d^ 
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pend on their generosity for your eman- 
cipation ; for these vvomen, who possess 
** zeal without truth, and faith without 
*' virtue, will make it a merit in the eye of 
*^ heaven to force thee into that mode of 
** thinking which, professing themselves 
from prejudice and fear, not conviction, 
empowers them to shut or open the 
** gates of heaven as their own bigoted 
** wills diecree. Oh ! they tnow not, they 
*^ feel not, that the bond of true religion, 
** like heaven^s own goodness, should be 
*^ unlimitable, and enclose within its circle 
*^ all mankind. Religion is to them a 
" little code of local ceremonies, drawn up 
" by human invention of the lowest order, 
" of useless mysteries and childish bug* 
^ bears, set to puzzle, not to convince; 
" made to terrify, not to instruct. But 
" thou, with whom religion is but a better ' 
" name . for happiness and virtue, mayest 
" thou escape that bondage with which th©^ 
^ zeal of false devotion would fetter all 
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*^ thy blooming virtues! Yet think no^ 
^ that thou wilt leave all bigotry behind 
^ thee when thoQ fliest from a convent. 
^* Oh no! it is an haridy plant, and thrives 
^ In every soil, save in that where true re*- 
•* ligion only flourishes. *Ti3 not beneath 
'* the Gowl and scapular alone self-wrapt, 
^' illiberal prejudice veils its deformity : it 
" finds protection in every sect; for each 
** believes itself alone the true, seizes with 
*^ sacrilegious hand the apostolic key of 
^^ paradise, and flings beyond salvation all 
^^ who can't belieye the dogmas it holds 
" out/* 

The nun theni after a moment's pause^ 
continued ; '* Lest my fading recollection 
" should totally desert me, I will make 
^^ what little arrangement I can at the pre- 
^ sent moment." Then taking out her 
own picture from the case Imogen had seen 
the night before; she placed in it the note 
directed to the chevalier De Sorvell, and 
fixed her eyes on his portrait for a consi^ 
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^rabk time, till her hand trembled so she 
could scarcely hold ir» la a h urried man- 
ner she attempted to close the case, but 
finding the effort too much she exclaimed : 
^* It will not beP and put it into Imogen'a 
bands, who fastened it^ ^^ Conceal it 
** carefully/* said the nun, turning away 
her head,^ " and give it with that letter to 
^' the lady De Rosemont,** 

Imogen put them both in her bosom* 
•' This ring,*' said the nun^ after a long 
pause» in whiclr she seemed to struggle for 
composure^ taking a rich diamond from a 
casket, " was given me by a dying mo^ 
" then" Then kissing it and bathing it 
with her tears, she placed it on Imogen's fin- 
ger. " Wear it," said she, ** for the sake 
** of her unfortunate daughter: and here 
** is a small purse of gold ; thou wilt need 
** it, my poor little wanderer; npr wilt 
** thou refuse it from one whose wish to 
** serve thee is indeed great, but that her 
" will lacks means." Imogen looked at 
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the ring, then at the purse, then in the 
face of the canoness; and, falling at her 
feet, folded her hands in her*s, pressed 
them to her lips, and dewed them with her 
tears, in all that vivacity of motion and 
gesture the child of nature only possesses, 

* An honest heart has no feeling so strong 
^ as gratitude, and a liberal one none so 

* strong as the delicacy with which it re- 
^ ceives it/ What a beautiful illustratiori 
of this just and elegant maxim was the 
canoness and the novice at that moment! 
The countenance of ItViogen, as her face 
was raised towards the nun, beamed with 
all the energy of her grateful feelings; in 
the tender but half-averted glance of Pa» 
siphae was registered the meek delicacy 
with, which it >vas received, not refusing, 
yet denying a claim to it. 

** I have done nothing,'* said the canon- 
ess, raising the novice, " but what you 
^* can repay a thousand fold by conducting 

yourself with prudence, and by restrain- 
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^* ing that romantic turn of mind which 
^ is so great an enemy to the circumspec- 
*^ tion you should observe." The canons- 
ess then requested her to return to the 
chateau, lesttheir conference should awaken 
suspicion ; and Imogen had only time to 
embrace her when some of the nuns enter- 
ed, and after (in the usual common-place 
terms of regret) expressing their surprise 
at the alteration so visible in the appear- 
ance of the sister Pasiphae, they took Imo- 
gen with them to assist at matins, who 
j-mmediately after the service returned 
home. 
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CHAP. X. 

1 am fresh of spirit^ and resolired 
To meet all peril rery coastantly* 

Shakspeari* 

X HE day wbich intervened between that 
op which she bad parted from the canoness 
and that on which they were finally to de- 
termine on the mode of her escape^ was 
passed by Imogen in all that restless agita- 
tion of a mind labouring under the ever- 
torturing feelings of suspense; a species 
of suffering of all others the least support- 
able to such a mind as Imogen's^ whicb^ 
sanguine and impatient, scarcely conceived 
a project that fancy did not overleap pro- 
bability to realize. 

The lady Magdelaine^ who possessed 
nothing of genius buc its variability^ was- 
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constantly altering^ or^ as sBe termed it,. 
improving, some passage of her work,, 
which caprice rather than judgment dis- 
approved ; and Imogen was detained to a« 
later hour than usual «pn the evening when 
for the last time she was to visit the con^- 
vent of St* Dominick, and by that visit 
save herself from becoming its inhabitant 
for life* 

Full of all those fears natural to faer 
situation, she dared not ask permission to > 
attend the convent vespers^ lest SQsptcioQ 
should awaken at the request ; for the sun 
hac} set some time before she bad left the 
study of lady Magdelaine^ • / 

While in doubtful anxiety she stood i^c 
the casement of her apartment, and past a 
longing look towards the convent'^ spires, 
Theodore, the young page, led out a mule^ 
from the postern gate bcoeath. " Theo- 
" dore," said Imogen softly, " whither 
•f goest thou ?" The page started, turned 
round, and replied: '* To our bishop'3. 
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** castle, mademoiselle, with this packet 
" from father Anselm, which is to be deli- 
** vered before the morning's dawn." 

^* And if thy path lies near the convent 
^* of St. Dominick, wilt thoU give me thy 
^^ ^protection to its gates?" . 

'' Will I ! Oh! though it did not, how 
•^' gladly would I go out of my way for 
** the happiness of attending you!** 

•* Tarry then a moment,'* said Imogen, 
wrapping a large cloak round her, and 
creeping down softly to the postern gale, 
where Theodore received her. The sum* 
mit of the loftiest mountain scarcely blush- 
ed to the departing radiance of the sun; 
over the spires of the convent the evening 
planet flung its steady light, while to the 
upturned gaze of Imogen and her young 
companion, on the deep blue of the 
atmosphere countless suns, surrounded 
by their attendant worlds, gradually ap- 
peared. \ 

What a heavenly night!" said the 
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page, throwing the -bridle over the mule^s 
neck, who followed him as he walked by 
Imogen's side. 

" Heavenly indeed!'* said Imogen; and 
they continued to walk on in silence. 

" When we consider/* said Imogen, 
after a p§use, *^ that each of those beauti- 
^^ ful lights, which now appear and disap- 
" pear to the eye, is a sun, and the centre 

of a system of worlds, we become lost, 

overwhelmed by the idea of His omni- 

potence who created them, and wonder 
" with Ihe royal Psalmist, • Lord, what is 
" man, or the son of man, that thou so 
" regardest him !'" 

" When you speak to me,*' said the 
page, "of the wondrous works of na- 
*^ ture, you' appear to me yourself at 
"once the .most bieautiful, the mosf inter- 
" esting! Oh mademoiselle! when I hear 
" you speak thus, and when I look at you, 
" so young, so fair — !'* 

" Is that the convent bell?" inter- 
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rupted Imogen^ confused^ and for the first 
time sensible of the impropriety she bad 
committed in stealing 'from the cbateau^ 
unknown to its lady^ at such an honr^ and 
with such a guide, ^y The urgency of tbe 
^ circumstance only can excuse ity** said 
Imogen, determined to proceed in silence. 
^^ There is certainly some charm in the 
** instruction you convey,** continued the 
page; ^^ for while the little astronomy and 
^ mathematics the &tber Philip had the 
" goodn^s to teach me is all forgotten as 
** fast as learnt, not a word, not a sentence, 
" you ever uttered, but I could repeat 
" better than my prayers; and I have 
" often thought, mademoiselle, thai if all 
teachers were like you, the world would 
benefit by it more than by all the col- 
leges of Jesuits in the world. What a 
*^ difference between the hoarse accents 
" of a toothless mumbling friar, and a 
** voice like yours, flowing through teeth < 
*^ 80 white and lip;5 so beautiful !'* 






^^ There is more gallantry than truth ot 
** justice in your remark/* said Imogen 
coldly; '^ but I prithee let us quicken oui? 
" pace, or I shall miss vespers.'* 

^^ Is it true, mademoiselle, that you are 
*' iqdeed to enter on your profession Sun- 
« day next?" 

^^ It is so intended, I believe,'^ said 

Imogen. 

*^ Gracious God!*' exclaimed the page;, 
with a profound sigh, and continued to 
walk on in silence. Tbey had now come 
within sight of the gates of St. Dominick^ 
when Imogen suddenly stopt. " Hark P* 
said she, ^^ how sweet that strain breathes 
" on the stillness of the night !" 

^^ It must be the nuns chaunting the 
" evening service," said the page. 

V^ Surely," said Imogen, " this is some*. 
" thin^ more than ordinary." 

They had now reached an eminence 
which commanded a perfect view of the 
convent grounds, and Imogen and her com-* 
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panion paused todbservetheefFect produced 
> by approaching torch-light, as it flushed a 
red tint on the gloomy foliage of the pines 
and cypress that shaded the cloistral walks; 
while a long range of awful arches che- 
quered with their extended shadows the 
broad mass of light the illumination within 
the body of the church flung from the 
stained sashes of the lofty spiral windows. 
The next moment a procession of friars 
appeared, walking two by two, and carry- 
ing lighted tapers; then followed the exor- 
cist, the cross-bearer, and the officiating' 
priest, heading four brothers of the order 
of St. Dominick, bearing on their shoul- 
ders a bier covered with a pall, which, flow- 
ing back from their shoulders, fell to the 
ground. Supported by two of her nuns 
appeared the abbess of St. Dominick as 
chief mourner; and the \f hole body of the 
sisterhood closed up the procession, which 
proceeded from the convent gate along the 
cloisters. The friars sung the Misenre till 
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they approached the church; when their 
deep tones fading into a thournful cadence, 
the nuns began the requiem until they were 
all received within the body of the church, 
where their soft and sweet choral strain 
was lost amidst the organ's loud and so- 
lemn swell; and the whole impressive ' 
scene was again wrapt in the gloom of 
obscurity, • 

" How awful r said the page ; ^' 'tis one 
'* of the pious sisterhood going to her last 
«4iome!" 

J Imogen in silence and with rapidity de- 
scended the eminence; then waving her 
bandy and faintly uttering her thanks to 
Theodore, she entered the gates of the 
cemetery, which lay open, and glided into 
the church. The solemn office for the 
dead was just begun; and the body, placed 
in the centre of the aile, was surrounded 
by tapers. 

Imogen, though scarcely able to movcj 
orept behind the pillars, and, entering the 
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cboir^ mingled with the nuns. Not darin|^ 
to make an enquiry, and full of the pro- 
phetic fears of anxious friendship, she 
threw herself on her knees beside the lay 
sister who had attended the canoness» 
^* So^" said the sister in a whispering 
toice, " you are come too late ; it is ail 
f^ over with your friend/* 

^^ Merciful GodT' exclaimed Imogen 
hinily^ *^ then it is as I suspected/' ^^^ . 

** Yes/* saifl the sister ; " you are doabt^ 
" less disappointed, for I suppose you ex* 
*' pected something by her death ; but 
.** though 1 had a right to whatever she 
*^ might have left (for the saints are mU 
" ness to the trouble I have had with her) 
** I came ofF no better than yourself* With 
*^ all the canoness's wondrous sense, which 
*^ was perpetually taking others to pieces, 
" every trumped-up story of distress could 
^* impose on her." 

To this selfish and unfeeling harangue 
Imogen listened in tears and in silence; 
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tbcn^ after a long pause, m a voice scarcely 
articulate, she demanded when the canonesi 
died? " In something less than three 
*^ hours after you left her,'* returned the 
lister: " when I went into her cell afte^ 
*^ matins, I found her lying on the ground 
^ in a swoon; but she only recovered from 
^* one fainting fit to fall into another. We 
*^ carried her into the chapel to receive 
^ exdeme unction^ and she died in our 
** arms, almost without benefit of the 
" ^rgy, Christ preserve us ! for she took 
^ no notice of what was going forward; 
^^ she was indeed speechless from the time 
^' you left her." 

Here the office for the dead being fiui^- 
ed, mass was celebrated ; and the ofiSciating 
priest having flung incense over the body^ 
and sprinkled it with holy water, the pro** 
cession proceeded to the chancd, where a 
grave was opened to receive all that re- 
mained of the mortality 'of the unfortunate 
Rosalie dc VillettCt 
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. As soon as the body was interred, the 
pious crowd retired ; and Imogen, who 
leaned behind a pillar for support, soon 
found herself alone, and seating herself by 
the grave of the canoness, wept the death 
of the only friend Providence had raised to 
cheer her hapless destiny! Yet were her 
emotions^ though mournful, not ungracious: 
it was a melancholy indulgence of that 
luxury of woe so profoundly to be^lt by 
the heart of sensibility, so impossible to 
define. To the tender regret of friend- 
ship succeeded a train of considerations 
more immediately connected with self-in- 
terest. Imogen now found herself without 
a friend on earth, and her ** tender buds 
*^ of hope"* blasted in the very moment 
she believed the genial influence of friend- 
ship was about to rear them to maturity* 
She had not the faintest suspicion of the 
person to whose care she believed the 
canoness meant to consign her, and who 
was to have conducted her in safety to the 
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lady de Rosemont ; and how, helpless and 
unprotected as she was, she should find a 
mode to escape the vigilance of lady Mag- 
delaine before three days could elapse, or 
travel alone through that part of the pro- 
vince where civil war raged with the most 
boundless fury, was a question unanswer- 
able. 

The deep toll of the midnight bell first 
awoke her attention from the train of 
thought that involved it, to a sense of 
her situation. Seated by the newly-made 
grave of the departed nun, on a fragment 
of a broken toof)b-stone, with no other 
light than what the dying lamps in the 
distant aileS afforded, Imogen shuddered 
at the awful gloom that surrounded her:' 
she arose and took a taper that burnt be- 
fore the shrine of St. Dominick, and held 
it up ; but its faint blue flame served but 
to make the darkness of the church more 
visible. Imogen, though reared in a con- 
vent, possessed not the shadow of super- 
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stition; but ebon JSighi is no hguian^^^ and 
the imagination of the novice, but too 
much alive to the impression of existing 
circumstances, opposed those arguments 
her mind suggested to her fears, and for a 
moment left her a prey to those vague boN 
rors- which ignorance and error are sup- 
posed only to cherish. But their influence 
was but momentary ; she smiled away her 
apprehensions, and advanced towards a 
door which opened into the cloisters, deter* 
mined to proceed to the dormitory, and 
take up her night's lodging in the c dl of 
the lay sister who attended the canoness, 
and of whom she had y^ much to ask re« 
lative to her deceased friend. 

She had scarcely proceeded a i€\¥ steps 
when, stumbling over some loose flags, she 
slightly hurt her foot To prevent the return 
ef a idmilar accident she took down a lamp 
that hung from a pillar, and holding it low, 
as its light flashed on the tessalatcd pave^ 
ment she observed it chequered by tbeex* 
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tended shadow of what she supposed an 
image. Islinctively raising her eyes she 
beheld a tall figure leaning on the pedestal 
of a monument : Imogen started, believed 
ft still to be a statue, and raised her lamp : 
the figure glided away 1 

Imogen clung to a pillar for support ; a 
chill faintness seized her : she would have 
sunk to the earth, but that an encircling 
arm withheld her. 

'* Fear not9 lady^" said a voice low and 

mournml ; ^' the spirit of the departed 

^^ saint thou moumest, like thy minister* 

** ing angel,, guards the sacred vigils of 

^ weeping fHendship, and— r-'* 

fanogcn heard np more ; the euggenited 
fearS: of imagination were almost wound; up 
to frenzy ; and, after, a temporary insensi- 
bility to her situation, she found herself 
seated at the base of the monument where 
the figure had leaned, and the father Philip 
supporting her in his ^ms, while bis laiit* 
horn burat by her sidie. 
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** Merciful God ! was it you, father ?** 
said she : *' could fear so have deceived 
*' me, that I did not know your voice or 
*' person ? and yet, methought, as you 
*^ leaned against this pedestal, your figure 
" appeared tall beyond ordinary height.** 

t^ I lean against a pedestal? holy motherl 
" why thou hast had a vision, daughter,*' 
said the friar smiling ; whose round, plump 
stature must have suffered a strange meta-; 
morphose, to have answered Imogen's de- 
scription. 

, ** Was it not you, father, who caught 
** n>e as I sunk to the earth ?'* 

*^ Marry no j I found thee seated here 
** pale and lifeless, as I was returning to 
" my convent, after shriving the sister 
" Agnes, who is fast following the ca- 
" noness." 

" And saw you no one ?" demanded 
Imogen. 

** None but thee," said the father 5 ^'and 
<* truly thou didst startle m^, and not ^ 
« little, daughter/' 
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Imogen then related the ci'rcuttistaQce 
of her having loitered at the grave of hec 
departed friend, and "of the figure that met 
ber eye and addressed her. 

The father was too superstitious not to 
express soipe emotion ar the detail : until 
the probability suggested itself, that either 
the solemtiity and gloom of the place, in 
conjunction with Imogen's fears, had con- 
jured up the phantom ; or that ^somc per- 
son, among the few of the neighbouring 
peasantry* who were present at the funeral 
obsequies, had loitered behind ; quieted the 
friar's suspicions of a supernatural in- 
truder : and holding up his lanthorn, and 
perceiving the door still open by which the 
peasantry usually entered, he exclaimed ; 
*' *Tis as I suspected ; some pious bind 
^* was keeping his vigil at the shrine of hi»» 
^f patron saint, and your spectral appear- 
^* ance scared him from his devotion." i» 

Imogen was in no temper of mind to 
argue the point, however «he might differ 
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inoptiiion from the friar: who, drawihg her 
amv through his own, conducted bar to 

* the convent, where she joined a few of the 
nuns, who were sitting up with a sick sis- 
ter; and while the curious legend, holy 

^ fable, or wondrous tale. Went round with 
ceaseless garrulity, the novice remained si- 
lept and thoughtful, wholly occupied with 
those various interesting and ' tnelancboly 
reflections which the death of the ca- 
honess and her owb situation bad awak- 
ened : nor was the mysterious stranger for* 
^tten ; the imagination of. Imogen was 
too romantic, not to give the occurrence 
all the high colouring of the marvelous ; 
and the voice and address of the incogrtito 
was of too singular and superior a nature. 
Id induce her to coincide with father Philip. 
•• It is all a mystery,** mentally exclaimed 
Imogen, ^ and certainly a mystiery con- 
^ nected with the death of the canondiss/' 
While she was thus occupied, the' nuns 
turned the eonversation on the death of 



tiie canone^ : and the novice learned tbdt 
a dispen^tion from the pc^^ enabling the 
sister PastphaS. to remove from the convent 
for the recovery of her health, bad beeii 
bfxuigbt by two strangers of noble appear* 
ance, who seemed much afflicted at the 
tidings of her death, and who immediately 
rode away, without stopping to take the 
refreshments prepared for them in the re* 
fectory. ' ' 

Imogen was now certain fjiat one of 
those atrangen was the person who ad- 
dressed her y yet willing to avoid the tire* 
some questions and wondering curiosity 
of the nuns, she forbore making any men. 
tion of her adventure; and the next morn- 
ing reached the chateau before her absence 
during the night had been noticed, while 
the nuns took leave of her as one from 
whom, in a day or two, they should part 
tio more. 

When a strong mind is thrown wholly 
otk itself, it becomes fertile in resources. 
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*« I must oow/' ^said Imogen, *^ dq>eQd 
*^ on myself alone" This reflection gave 
her an ostensibility in her own estimation, 
she could not . feel white depending on the 
exertions of the canoness* She had money, 
more than she believed she €ho£dd . ever 
bave occasion for ; and she hdd a letter to 
secure her a reception with madame de 
Rosemont ; and now her first and favour- 
ite plan of eloping in the disguise of a 
minstrel again recurred to her mind, as 
the only one she could adopts Yet even 
to effect this, it was requisite to have some 
assistance ; and there was but one person 
to whom she could apply : that person was 
Theodore the page. 

The modesty, of her dature^ and 8om6 
degree of pride incident to her character", 
bad prevented her hitherto from noticing 
the page by the least familiarity : she 
thought their situations assimilated too 
closely to admit of the shadow of freedom 
ca her part; and the occasional modest 
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^aUantries of the young page rendered her 
atill more diffident of adrnitting any on his* 
Their only intercourse, for twoyears that 
they had been beneath the saitie roof toge*' 
ther, had been a repeated offer of little 
services^ or oblique encomiums on his side^ 
^nd of .grateful refusals or modest rejec- 
tions on her's, A sense of the^ discover/ 
S^e w^s about to make^ and the services 
she was about to demand, overwhelmed her 
-Vfhh confusion, as she entered the aparU 
ment where Theodore, who had read all 
the; romances of the age, sat absorbed in a 
book. On Imogen's entrance he flung it 
^wn, and rose respectfully. *^ I fear/' 
said Imogen, ^ I have interrupted your 
" Indies J --^^* 'Tis true, mademoiselle^' 
^^ yqtt have ; but^bow much more delight* 
/^Jftfl is Slick interrufption,^than any pur- 
^ suit it could interfere with T* • 

" Perhaps,*' said Imogen, *^ thou wert 
^^ quarrelling with thy author, and glad of 
f* an opportunity to fling tim;aside." 
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^ Pardon roe, I was much interested m 
the story: 'tis of a brave and. noble 
knight, who rescued by his single arm 
^ a beautiful and amiable lady from the 
^^ power of two guardians, who would 
'^ have forced her into a convent, to pos- 
'^/ess themselves of her fortune. Ob, 
*^ how happy are such knights V* 

^' Dost thou think so, Theodore ? and 
*^ wouldstthou too volunteer in tbeser* 
vice of the suffering and oppressed, did 
an opportunity occur ?" 
" Would I ? would I? oh God ! but 
you do not, will not, know my heart.*' 
^' I think I do, Theodore ; for J bdieve 
•* it noble, generous, andHbenevolent ; else 
*^ would I not repose that confidence in 
** thee I am now on the point of doiiig.** 

*^ Asconfidence, and 'in me, holy Mo^ 
*' ther ! yoii cannot mean It ?** 
•• Notif you refuse to receive it, Thco-^ 
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•' I refuse I I swear by all I hold dear to 
^* xonseerate tny life to your service:** / 

" Nay, my kind friend, I demand nO 
** protestations/' She then mentioned het 
determinatk)n of Avoiding a mode of life, 
to which she had objections, which neither 
her reason or conscience could get over ; 
her expectation of an asylum with madame 
de Rosemont; with every other circum- 
stance rdative to the intention she had 
formed. 

Theodore listened to her in amazement 

too gneat for utterance. ** What, made- 

.•* moiselle, you who have bee» al^ay^ 

^ looked up to as a saint ; you who have 

been always ihtended for a nun! Hia 

most strange, and yet most natural t 
^* besides, whatever you think best must be 
^ so ; and oh, were you to remain hent^ 
•* how delighted should I be at your deter-'- 
** mination ! and when you leave the 
^* ehateau* who will care to remain tn it? 
^* Oh, did you but know how yOur idet 
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" cheered its solitude, how often tber sigh* 
** of you passing through the antichamber 

has revived my spirits for a whole day ! 

When I looked on you as a sacred being 
"consecrated to God, I believed it almost 
** a sin to think of you, bCrt as one does 
•* of their patron saint : and then, holy 
♦' Mother ! what pains did I take to stifle 

ev^nr-rBut j^our pardon, inadeQaoidelle, 

I would not ofFend you for tb^ world.— 
*** You were speaking of your escape from 
•* the chateau. I do believe the lady JV^ag- 
^^ delaine, ha^s at much at heart to make 
"you a nuti, whether ypui? vocation lies 
" that, way or no ; and it will not be easy 
". to get plear of her y'Sy^uce : where 
♦* dpestbe lady Roscmont reside ?'* 

Igipgep drew from her bospqi. the letter 
addressed to madame de Rosem^nt^ Theo- 
4Qre^ reading in the superscrjptiQnfihai.her 
chateau lay on t^he skirts of Pic^rdy^ ami 
5Krithin three leagues of tbe. city of Soissoins^ 
Mdde^ily e;i^clai(ne|d: ,^^ j^otbipg qmbe 
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•^ mwe k-propos. You must know, made- 
^ mqiselle, there lives about. two leagues 
^ from the chateau^ a widow and two sonSy, 
^ who defil largdy in the frieze cloths fof 
^ which* this- province is so famous; their 
f^ chief market is at Soissons,^ and ^nce 
^^, this part of the country has been so dis- 
** turbed,. they carry their, merchandize by 
** water,, and coast along^the Aisne. Of 
^ a fine evening yjou coulc^. almost see the 
." smoke of their chimney across the rive» 
" from your window y they are plain, sim* 
5! p!^9*^^d cred(iIous^, and differ in no re«> 
** spect from the peasantry,, except in be* 
^. ing somewhat^more. opulent. Youknow,, 
'* rmademoiseHe,. Ihav^some skill in phar»t 
^Vxaacy,.havipg culled \$imp)es andattend^ 
** ed the laboratory of the pistercian bro*- 
*^ 4hers a^ St. MenbouUn,. until recqm^ 
^ rtij^nde^ ,to the lady. M^delaine by .fa^ 
** ther Anselm.-. The poor people think, 
^^^^npe 3kilfu|.; and having ha4 the good 
^ fortune to cure one of thp .vif^dowy,spn«i 
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** of a disorder in Ms leg, they feftcy 
^ themselves heholden to serve hie to the 
^ utmost extent of their power. Sanday 
** IS the* day appointed for yott tc* enter 
** your holy profession ; Saturday is the 
*^ market of Soissons ; these good people 
'* will set out with their merchandize early 
^^ on Friday morning : T will recommend 
*< you to their protection aS a young rtla- 
^ tion of my own, going into the service of 
^ a lady in Picardy ; whfen you are once at 
^* Soissons, they will easily find a mode of 
*^ conveyance for you to the chateau at 
** kosemont/* 

The sanguine Imogen eagerly caught at 
this project, arid thanked Theodore with 
tears ^nd smiles of gratitude, i^ But?ari 
** thou sure, -my kind friend,'^ said she, 
•* that these people will afford rhcthepro^ 
*' tectioh you suppose ? and bow* will you 
^ be able to see theft) between this antd tcv- 
•' morrow iftorriing, when you say they set 
^ but on their journey ?*^ ^ . 



^ die the liUlp pleasjuce^boat. across the 
^^ Aiafaie/ tn^ead c^ going tbe high road ; 
^^ ky wbk^. ibeaQs I shall reach their ^t-^ 
^f tege in less tha& an hour and a half, s^nd 
^^ shall be back by the time my la4jr goes^ 
^ to au|^)cr ^ meaowhili^ pack up wbaU 
^^" ever you may think necessary to take 
^* Mfitb you ; and three hoars after nmd- 
*' oigbty when the moon will rise, tb« 
** fplasbing of the oars beneath your win- 
^^ dow will be the signal of departure* 
, *^ Suppose^^ said Imogeii, after a mo^ 
mentis pause, and in some QODfqsion, *^ I 
^^ were to disguise myself as a minstrel ^ 
^ might not a tmn^at garb bc^ soipe protec*^ 
** tionr 

" DoubtfefSs madempiaeHe r nwtberyptti 
** s^x, fece, or form^ ar^ much calcu^e4 
*Mo insure, your safety in aa adv^Q]^j>r 
^ such as you ar^ no^ on the point of tn^ 
^ tering ; and a minstrePs garb ia ^ pasa^^ 
^ port every wber^ : j^i ibei^d y<>a «s- 
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** sume it, I see no necessity for your do- 
^ ing so until you arrive at Soissons. The 
f^ most dangerous part of your journey 
^^ will be the three leagues befiween'Sois^ 
^^ sons and De Rosement : the war n^es 
*^ io Picardy; the king has invbsftdd Laon^ 
'^ and the two armies are scattered in e?erjt 
^* direction.** 

** ' fo the miiistrers robe stllMyingi ift his 
^ apartrtient ?" '■ asked Imogen, cgloprkigi 
It is, mademoiselle : I will leare it ir^ 

your Toom with a doublet and hose df 
** my own; we are, I think, m^ch 6( a 
^< size ; the minstrel was of a lofVy stal- 
" tBre.*" 

^* He was so," said Imogen, sighing* ' 

" Do you think you will meet this miri- 
*^ strel, mademoiselle,'* said the page with 
Q penetrating smile, ^* when you enttrthe*. 
•« world?'* 

** Good heavens I no,^ why should you 
^ thitiksot^ 
. M vJS/Say* I entreat jour pfflrdon^? ^In trotb 
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^^ I know hdt why I think- sot but I am 
^^ certain that were it so,' the ininBtrel 
^ -Would not regret the oircfimstance ; yet 
** his never i^turning here, with such in- 
^^ duC(Bn>ents,—efXcept indeed he — ** 

*• Theodore,** interrupted Imogen, *Vit 
*• Were well we now parted, our long con- 
^^^ ference may eke excite suspicion.'* 

" True,' mademoiselle : it is selfish in me 
^^ to wiaih to prolong my own happiness^ 
^* tit the' expece of endangering yours ; but 
**\j|<:ouversatibn. with you is so-^- — ^WeH, 
^* I am gone, mademoiselle; if you loiter 
^ hei^ about nine o'clock this evening, I 
^* shall have returbed from the cottage ef 
^^ dame Margueretta) and will meet you 
*f here/? . . 

Theodore then set out on his little 
friendly expedition ; and Imogen attended 
lady Magdelaine, as she believed and 
hoped, for the last time, in her study. 

At the hour Theodore had appointed, 
ii89gea^fottnd biifi la; tlie j^qtichambcr ; he 
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hod odIt time to tell her that he had ar« 
rmoged every thing with the dame Mar* 
gtieceita^ when the lady M^daineV befi 
aiimmoDed him to the suppef-rqom, where 
ImogdQ also ledjourned^ mul took her seirt 
as aaual at the table. - . '. . 
, What a heart throhbed hi her bo^m> 
during the most tedious supper she had 
ever sat down to I The fmr,^ who^was 
ddng all postfble justice to a/very £tie 
capon^ was silently busy till tbi^ ololb was^ 
removed: when he aodply made ^^ for ; his 
taciturnity, by expatiating on thwart of 
cookery^ its^ rise^ progress, and decKne 
among the ancients, and its iri^viviil iq thcr, 
present day ; inveigt^g agpain^ tb« ain $f 
intemperance, and on the benefit resultingv 
1&om sfKirediet; repeating some lines oC 
Horace, deacriptive of , 

• -.-*• , '■I 

^ A noble pair of bfothers, vfha 

On nxghtiBgales of monstrous purchase diA*d;^ " 

ifvithait appropriabaieubgiam on tbe Sfffif 



tan browii bread add black brotb ; and 
exclaiming against the luxuries of the takie 
with the abstemious vehemence of an Int 
dfan bramtn^ after having feasted with the 
voicrptaous delicacy of an Apicias. At 
last having finished a bottle of vm difayty 
he arose %o retire ; the ladjr Magdelajine 
arose at the same time. . 

The heart, when placed in'aiicw situa^ 
tion, betrays emotions of *which it believed 
itself incapable, until called into existence 
by the pressure cf ctrcumstances hitherto 
idexperienced. Imog^i received the hh 
therms benediction with ati emotion that 
almost tempted ber to press the haiul that 
Waved over hdr ^l>endlng head ^ and when 
abe wi^ed the lady Magdelaine good-night, 
she did it in a tone so full of tenderness^ 
ibat the lady MagdeUune seemed to catch 
the infection of kindn^ and, instead of 
ber usual fbraaal salute^ returned, <^ God 
^ bless yon, child!" Never ^d her sharp- 
est acvetity gone so cloteiy to: the heart of 
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I<fnogeri., ^ It is prbbable,*' said Imbgenj, 
as she looked after them as they proceeded 
by different ways to their respective apart- 
ments, *^ I fihaH never feeeyoa motc.^ lo 
that re^^tipn all their feriher unkindness 
was forgotten ; Iniogen^ could recollect 
nothing but the pains the friar had taken 
with her in her studies, and tiie condcif 
sccrision with which, lady Magdeteine had 
lately asked her opinion upon several oceaf 
sions. Imogen' returned to'her chamber, 
and found the minstrel's robe, with part of 
the page's dress, on her bed : these she 
:^acked tip witb a sinaU parcel of lined i 
then, seating herself at the casemea},|)assed 
Ifhe remainder of the nigbt^ ! so pregomiit 
with event, in a variety of conflicting £^ 
opposite reflections^ The bo^e of trhancif 
pation^fi'6m impending evils; the fear^nft- 
tural in an. attempt ssph{^ardousjto;a;^irtd 
equally ignorant Qf lebterprizeand vicissi- 
tude; the sanguinelexpedatioaof succe^, 

■I 

'and .thedssead of tiuUir^ ;.all coi»t«^f^ 
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to agitate the mind of Imogen^ and at in- 
tervals nearly overthrew every intention, 
:ind staggered every resolve. At last the 
clock struck three, the moon arose from be- 
hind the spires of Saint Dominick^ and 
Imogen heard the splashing of the oar 
beneath her casement: she arose, wrapt a 
large cloak round her, took her little parr- 
C^l id one hand,^ a small lute in the other, 
as a substitute for a harp id her personifi- 
catidn of the minstrel ; and proceeded with 
a noiseless step and beatimg heart to the 
gallery^ whith opened by a glass door oa 
the terrace, where Theodore met her. He 
took her parcel aiid lute ; and drawing her 
arm through -his, ihey proceeded in silence 
till they descended a 'flight of marble steps^ 
at the foot of which the boat was nboored; 
Theodore placed his. trembling charge ia' 
it ; and seating himself opposite to her, 
plied the oar, which sparkled with the bril- 
liant drops of the mopn-Jigbt wave*. As 
^ey glided fr(»h the slmre, the dark sceaei% 
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ry 6f tbe cbateta and the/orest de*MoDt* 
morell assuined an awful and fropressive 
aspect* Tbetbougbts of Imogen were 
wholly absorbed in their contemplatioD: 
those local attachments which a warm and 
afiectionate heart wtH form even (or ioa* 
nimate objects^ to which it has .been long 
babitoated^ rushed on her mind ; and is 
tbe moment of her parting them for c^ver^ 
assumed an interest her heart before bad 
never confest. Every spott ' aa it receded 
froin her gaze^ recollection consecrated to 
some novel sensation^ Qomc new-*born idea^ 
some developed thought ; and the soft re^ 
gret which attends a final separation froQi 
things gratefal from habits but in tbem^ 
selves inconsequential^ mingled with tbe 
joyous emotion of Kberty regained^ and 
hope^ almost ratified^ which thrilled witb 
ardent pnlsatton on evtry fiirc of her 
heart. Then apostrophizing the sombre 
pile on which her gaze was fastened^ she 
mentally exclaimedt *^ Alasl how many 
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weary hours and restless days bav$ I 
pasced within the confines of thy glooipy 
" walls ! There my heart has yainly 
^^ thfQbbed^ to disclose the lively emotions 
it cherished f there have my eyes vainly 
cast round their hopeless glance^ nor 
met the look of sympathy they sought; 
^' there reflection shed her light cm ' my 
** mind only to make me conscious of tha 
^ wretchedness of Etfy deiitiny^ and every 
^^ new*born thought awakened but ta 
*^ slumber !" Then casting her efts to<» 
wards a casen>ent brilliantly iltumiiiated 
with the mdoQ-bepois^ she n^collect^ that 
it was th^e she last beheld the niinab'el | 
that it was there she bad received those 
vowsi which in her young heart awakened 
A bliss beyond aU the joys she believed the 
scale c^ human feUcity comprisfedl Even 
fbe recoUeetion of tbat sweety though illu^ 
sivembmeoty was * a jOy past joy ;* "and 

." though/' said Imogen, ^* ^P^ic^^e ba« 
^^ taugjht me it was but a rapturoua dreaxn> 
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^ I would not part with ttie emotions the 
** remembrance of that dream excites, for 
*^ all the sober contentment and unalloyed 
*^ satisfaction that I may yet, that I have 
^ hitheito enjoyed. Alas ! that the Map- 
^ pie6t moment of life should' have beea 
*^ the most deceitful/' Her balf-articu- 
feted exclamation yrasaccompawed by tears 
which coursed each other down her check* 
** Ah^ mademoiselle !^' said the page, 
who had ^long aiid silently observed thi^ 
varying emotions of her . expressive and 
eloquent counteOance, ^^ it is for those only 
^* to weep whom jou have left behind you; 
f* *Tis certain talwhys knew you were to 
^ leave us some time or other: but stilt 
^^ yoii would have remained in the neigh- 
•* bbuthood ; and on a festival day, when I 
^ attenided the church of SL Domtmbk^' 
"I sb4p<uld^ bear your sweet voice; land; 
^* know I was under the samb= ttio£: with 
^^ you: but «ow, now yoaare free, and it 
\^ i« iio«in ltd think of you. Bnl^ pardon: 
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^ ffyOiit w4>»ld not fw the world isay any 
thing to ofTend you: I always believed 
you were intended for something great ; 
f^ I shall ne^ver ; fbrgd; the horoscope cast 
t^j for you by the old a^trolQger, the last 
day i}^ visitqd the dbj^teau. Yet I once 
read in a rptQance^ of a page who feU in 
love with the, ve^y lady he served : it wa« 
V ind<^d audacious> but tfaen> there is no 
*V dicUiting to the heart ; do you think 
^^, there is, madeppisellei-f _ .: 

" I should hope so, Theodore,'*^ said 
Imogen with a' sigh ; /* else wherefore 
f^ was reason bestowed on us ? The best 

. . a ... 

1^ heart is liable to become .the sport of its 
?* own impulse : and ev^n though its pro;- 
pensities /Wi^i^2^^^ considered may be 
consonant to virtue; yet relatively they 
*• may be inimical to prudence, justice, 
** and the happiness of others, as well as 
" our own.'* 

^* 'Tis very true^ mademoiselle ; you al- 
f^ ways speak, think, and look, like am 
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^' ungd i We should * not attaci) ourselves 
^ to an object we can never possess t not 
^ that it is wrong to love what is most 
^ worthy of being loved; oh no! but to 
^ encourage an inclination detritiieota} to 
^ our peaee^ without even a hope of grati* 
^^ fying it, is at once infill and cUldish : 
♦^ Is it not 90, mademoiselle ?** 

'* I teBf so, Theodore,** sighed Imogen ; 
and they both remained silcQt till the boat 
put into a little harbour, that almost bathed 
the walls of dame Marguerette's cottage. 
The dawn-^ was already breaking in the 
east, a fainttinge of yellow gleamed on the 
borizon, and the morning planet stHl sur* 
vitedthe ksser Kghts of the firmatnent ; 
^hile, opposed to the glowing flush of 
Strengthening day, the moon appeared but 
as a luminous vapour. Moored to the 
bank lay a package^boat ; and Theodore, 
steering clear of it, anchored his little 
bark to the stump of a decaying willow, 
whose drooping boughs flung their shade 



I 

J 



ST. BOMIKIOKv ft87 

V 

w 

tcrosd it ; tben jumped on the bank, and 
rapped at the cottage door* A light nbovL 
appeared in the casement, and the next 
xaoment be was admitted : when be re-' 
turned to Imogen be was accompanied by 
ft middle-aged woman, habited in the pea- 
sant dress of the country, and who wel- 
comed ber in a patois dialect so broad and 
nnintelHgible, thai Imogen only under- 
stood her courteous reception by the air of 
fiafive kindness which accompanied it She 
conducted her young and timid protegte 
to a small room, where two comely youths 
were at breakfast. Imogen and. the page 
gratefully partook of the rural fare, pressed 
on them by their hosts with alt the eager- 
ness of unp6lished hospitality. The meal 
being finished, the two young men and 
their mother went out to the boat ; and as 
Imogen observed them stowing in the last 
parcel of their frieze merchandize, she turn- 
ed to Theodore, and having thanked him 
in a voice scartely articulate from emotion^ 
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sbeadded : *^ And now, my kind fnend, it 
*' would eaflie my heart of its fears on your 
^ account, lest your absence should be 
^^ discovered, did I see you row back to- 
<* wards the chateau, whose turrets the 
^' morning light render discernible even at 
** this distance." 

" Ah 1** «aid the page, brushing a tear 
from his cheek, ^i I shall be there too 
^' aoon/' 

•* How thy kindness affects me !'* said 
Imogen, applying her handkerchief to her 
eyes; *^ yet how I envy thee thy feelings ! 
/^ for dear to a heart like thine must be 
^ the* consciousness of a benevolent ac- 
^ tion performed for another at the risk of 
V injuring ourselves. Pure disinterested 
^ humanity ! this is thy blessed attribute; 
^^ and while the heart of Imogen shall 
" throb with life, the generosity of Tbeo- 
irdore shall live among its most grateful 
^( recollections.'* 

^* Oh. heavens, how you overpower mei 
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^^ To succour the oppressed is an impulse 
*^ of the heart, not an effort of the mind ; 
*^ it is a gratification, not a duty. - 1 rc- 
" member it was thus yoU spoke, when I 
^* would have thanked you for clearing my 
^^ character tolady Magdelaine,afterthe en- 
*^ vious Bemardine had so grossly aspersed 
^* it._ I remember too, when I was on the 
** point of being discharged, and you 
"pleaded for me with tears, and offered 
^' me all the money you had to send my 
^^ mother, for that Bernardine had de- 
^* prived me of, and — " 

" Nay, no more, I entreat no more ;" in- 
terrupted Imogen, and at that moment the 
woman entered to tell her all was ready for 
their departure. 

Imogen presented her hand to Theodore: 
be led her out in silence, placed her in 
the boat, fixed her parcel and lute beside 
her, and held the hand she presented him 
for more than a minute to his lips, and 
then, unable even to utter an adieu, leapt 
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on shore. The little bark glided swiftly 
away. Theodore, with folded arms and 
watery eyes, pursued it with his gaze. 

Imogen kissed the end of her veil, and 
waved it in the air. Theodore returned the 
salute with bis bat ; and the next moment 
the serpentine course of the river stole her 
from his view. The page then entered 
bis little boat with a weary and despondii^ 
heart, and reached tb^ chateau de Mont* 
morell ere its inhabitants had awakened 
to the dull round of their accustomed avo* 
cations. 
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One ouit of sorts with/ortune« 

lo vado— 

Fuggitiva Taminga— c chi $a dove 

Pisb guidarmi il desliti? 

Mbtastasio* 



SWIPTE;R than the course of the rapid 
stream over which i^he glided, flowed the 
thoughts of Imogen as she pursued her 
voyage along the delicious shores of the 
Aisne. ^^ Some natural tears she dropt, 
*^ but dried thm soon;'* and the timid 
apprehensions^ the sombre doubt^^ that bad 
agitated her mind, vanished before the 
cheering beams of hope. As the mists of 
twilight gradually disappeared to her eye 
before the rising refulgence of the sun, all 
** the melodies of morn** burst on her ear. 
^^.^ 2 
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. all the awakened beauties of nature blushed 

V on her view; and while the lowing. of the 
lierdS) the wild tone of the huntsman's 

.horn, or the warlike blast of the trumpet's 
shriller notes, died away apong the echoes 
of the hills, the boat ^glided through a 
changeful scenery, over which the enthu- 
siast fancy of the young Imogen roved 
with unsated delight. Mean time her fe- 
male companion seemed' lost in silent caU 
cdlation of her expected profits, which ap- 
peared by her reckoning on her fingers: 
while the two boys alternately sung a hymn 
to the Virgin, or a ballad of RoUo; and 
soihetimes raised their sparkling oars to 

. point out a straggling.party of the military, 
who held their outposts, on the summit of 
a distant eminence, and who bad come 
down to .the skirts of ^n extensive orchard 
to regale "themselves with the delicious fruit 
it afforded. 

Imogen's fellow-travellers having pro- 
vided themselves with refreshments, about 
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noon tbcy landed, and spread their simple 
repast beneath the shelter of a rock, whose 
high, and overhanging points were shaded 
with pine and elder, amidst whose inter- 
woven branches the vertical beams of the 
meridian sun played without incommoding 
the travellers. Over the hours of social 
enjoyment care holds no jurisdiction. The 
old woman ceased to calculate, and was 
loquaciously gay ; while the young men, 
more alive to the beauties of a face a large' 
hat (now thrown on one sidje) no longer^ 
concealed, collected the choicest wild 
flowers the spot afforded, and presented 
them as a tribute of homage to the charms 
of their lovely fellow-traveller: while the 
young heart of Imogen, ever ready to ex* 
pand its affectionate powers to the least in- 
fluence of kindness, entered with interest 
into the village politics and domestic tales 
of the dame and her sons, thou^ with 
difficulty understood; and catching up 
their dialect, with all the most happy > 



2Q4i THE NOVICE OP 

^powers of imitation which she so pre-croi- 
nently possessed, repeated (as they con- 
tinued their voyage) several legends, and 
sur^g some provincial ballads, which she 
iceompanted on her Into. 

That witphcraft wliich lurked in the 
manners of their fair companion stole in- 
sensibly on the hearts of the simple pea- 
sants; the evening unobserved fled onrwkb 
basty strides^ and the last gleam of the 
setting sun illuminated the high tops of 
the forest of Folambray, which appeared, 
at the dbtance it was observed, like a dark 
cloud tinged with living gold, as the spires 
of Spissons rose on their view. Within 
half a league of the city they landed at a 
little caharety where they were to put up 
for the night. 

' It was a matter of some debate with 

^Imogen and her new frlends,^ whether she 

would set off that evening to the chateau 

de Rosemont, with Robichpn, the younger 

of the boys, on horseback, jr wait till the 
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following morning, and hit^ a guide at the 
cqbaret ; for Robichon would be under the 
necessity of attending the market with his 
mother by dawn the. next d^y. Extreme 
impatience to arrive at the end of her jour-^ 
ney, and her reluctance to trust herself to 
a strange guide, or xemain longer at the 
cabaret, now thronged with rude and riot- 
ous people, who put up with their mer- 
cbandise for the night, induced her to 
adopt the former plan, to which Theodore 
had strongly advised her; and though her 
host of the cabaret assured her the mad 
to the chateau de Rosemont was neither 
dangei'ou? nor frequented, yet she thought 
it advisable to adopt the disguise with 
which she had furnished herself, as more 
appropriate to her expedition than the 
light and singular habit of a novice pFSt. 
Dominick. 

Having expressed her intention to htr 
female protectress, who highly approved of 
it, while Robichon got the horse ready,. 
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Imogen exchaoged her dress for that of a 
minstrel ; while modesty trembled at the 
mandate necessity imposed, and blushed 
*• celestial rosy red" in contemplating a 
transformation which was to secure the 
sensitive feelings of delicacy from a stiU 
greater violation, i^ 

As soon as she was dressed, she present- 
ed two pieces of gold to the dame Margue-^ 
rette^ influenced rather by the suggestion of 
her generosity than her prudence in the do- 
nation : for amidst the thanks with which 
the dame overwhelmed her lurked surprise, 
curiosity, and suspicion; and she now for 
the first time became importunate in Jier 
enquiries and hints, which Imogen to avoid 
seemed not to understand. Kobichon now 
led a horse to the door, for the hire of 
which Imogen bad paid. Imogen flung 
the string of her lute over her shoulder; 
and, being placed on horseback behind 
Robichon, she bid adieu to 'dame Mar- 
guerette .and her eldest son, and struck 
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off in a path which lay to the west of 
Soissons. 

Although the sun had set sonie minutes 
before they left the door of the cabaret, 
a flood of crimson light bathed the hori- 
zon, reflected on every object a deep red 
tint, and gave to scenes of changeful va* 
riety, through which the travellers passed, 
that warm glow of colouring which so 
eminently characterises the animated land- 
scapes of Claude Loraine, until the last 
sweet solemn hour of 

" Grcy-hoodcd even, 
*^ Like a sad votarist in palmer'9 weeds, / 

•* Rose from the hindmost wheels of Phoebus' car;** 

and as the obscurity of twilight veiled in 
gradual oblivion those jpicturesque and^ 
varying objects which had interested her 
taste or given play to ber. imagination, 
Imogen's thoughts revolved \i^holly on her*- 
self, and the reception 'she would meet with 

o 5 
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from the lady de Rosemont ; and a tbol^ 
sand timid fears insinuated themselves into 
a heart' too anxious to please not to be 
doubtful of success, and which had sketched 
the reception of her new protectress under 
a thousand aspects that alternately aninmtecl 
her hopes or strengthened her apprehen- 
sions. **^ How much/' thought fipogen,^ 
** will the good madame de Rosemtmt be 
^ shocked, when at tber same moment, she 
•^ will' reoeive her friend's letter and an? 
'* account of her death I Surely the sense 
•* of afljictron in ourselves cant be scarcely 
** more dreadful than that of awakening 
•^ it in another- It is entering a family 
^ under very gloomy auspices, to be first 
•^ kfiown to it as the b^rer of melan* 
^ choly Ridings.'* 

" I hope, mademoiselle,*' sajd Robichon> 
4a he jogged on with undeviating pace, 
** that you are not afraid^^ 

Afraid^ good Robicboial of v^bat^*^ 
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said Imogen j who now first observed the 
loneline^ of their path, which lay through 
a wild and desolate heath. 

" Of what I nay, I know not, njrade- 
** moisetle ; but one would as soon not 
•^ travel at this dead hour of the night if 

one could help itC Somehow, although 

I defy the ^'il and ^11 his works, I never 
** care to go the length of myself when 
*^ once the sun sets behind ou; hioun tains : 
** albeit our father Francisco gave, me a 
*' charm agdinst evil spirits j see, nwdc- 
^ moiselte, here it is, enclosed in this little 
*^ reliquary, which was my great-grand- 
^* father's ; *tis bot a littfe of the sand 
•^ scraped off the golden cockle-shell of 
" St. Michael, yet I warrant of marvelous' 
" great power.^ 

" I fear no evil spirits,'' said Imogen/ 
casting ronnd a timtd glanoe^ ^^ and 
^^ heaven, I trust;^ will protect o» from 
^ mortal enemies/' 

^< Now ni be swoTD^ madenK:)iselIe, an*^ 
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I would rather meet a troop of arque- 
busiers, with their short fusees, loBg 
"rapiers, and murdering faces, thanone 
single spirit. Holy St. Michael ! what 
is that standing near the ruins of yon-' 
" der watch-tower? The whole army of 
blessed martyrs take us into their care!*^ 
In good sooth,'* said Imogen, reco- 
vering from momentary horror, " thou 
frightenest me : I see nothing near the 
'' watch-tower but a withered tree. Come, 
banish thy fears, and I will tell thee a 
pleasant tale for thy amusement ; 'tis 
the wondrous tragedy of the Green Lady 
" and the Dwarf of the Hills/' 

" Do so, mademoiselle ; it gladdens my 
" very heart to hear a marvelous pleasant 
" tale,and never did I hear a storyof adwarf 
" that was not full of cunning device.'* 

" Well then, first tell jme how far may 
<* we be from de Rosemont ?** 

/* A league from the watch-tower^ 
^^ which in former times belonged to the 
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^' seigneurie of de Rosemont. I know 
** every step of the road as well as my 
^^ beads. Before the troubles broke out 
** in Picardy we carried our merchandize 

into the neighbourhood of the chateau. 

But I prithee^ demoiselle^ let us have 
^' thy pleasant story." 

" Well then, Robichdn, mend thy pace, 
*^ and thus we begin : It was about the 
" reign of Louis the Twelfth,— '* 

" He was a saint, mademoiselle, was he 
" not ?" said Robichop, crossing himiself 
devoutly. 

" Not by the calendar," said Imogen 
smiling; " but he was the father of his 
" people. It was in his reign that an an- 
*' cient castle stood at the foot of mount 
^* Cenis.'* 

*' My graiid-dam has a story that begins 
^^ just so," said Robichon; " only that in- 
** stead of mount Genis 'tis the Vauge 
" mountains. But I cry you mercy j pro- 
[: ceed, mademoiseUe," 
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<^ ThU castle waa tlie residence of a 
^^ lady, who — ^Do you not bear the distant 
•' sound of horses'" feet >*^ 

•* Methink* I do/' said Robichon ; 
** yet I see nothing* We are not very far 
*^ from the forest of Folambray, of wbicb 
^* there is a dreadful story of a white steed* 
*^' The story runs thus : It was-—'* 

" Merciful God {** said Imogen; " if 
*^ th& forest should be a shifter for ban- 

« dutir 

*^ Lord hjelp the ladyf the whole king- 
•^ dom is a shelter for them ; for go which 
" way you will, you are sure of being 
^ murdered and plundered into the bar- 
•' g^in. 

At that moment, by the Mght of the 
coruscations which flashed in the atmo- 
iiphere, Im<^en perceived a baE>d of horse* 
tnern descend from the opposite hill. She 
could scarcely articulate^ *^ Fly, or we are 
*« lost f" while Robichop, equally intimi- 
dated;^ turned off tb^ high roAd^ aiKl g^ 
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loped with the .utmost speed down a nar- 
row alley, impenetrable from the gloom of 
the trees which shaded it. They had gone 
mpr^ than half a league before Robichon 
checked bia horse ; then listening for a 
moment, and hearing no sound but the 
melancholy groans of the forest agitated 
by. the gusts of rising wind,, he exclaimed^ 
breathlessly and still trembJiag, " Well, 
^ mademcMseUe, I believe we have dis- 
** tanced them^ for this time; and by the 
^ length of way we have gone, I wot. Jive 
** cai>no^ be far from the chateau."—- 
•^ But you si^em to forget, Robiqhon/*^ 
said the still agiiated Imogen, *^ that, 
•* though we have gone a considerable 
V distance, We have taken a road directly 
^^ Q^psite to that which kd to de Rose^ 
*' mont.*"- 

. *^ ^^/r^i)ii?iir/ I never thought of that? 
•* but there are so many little zig-«ag waya 
^ about these forests,, which the peasants 
^ ciM; foF theai«ekes> th^t I doioM not tbiish 
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^* dame path will lead to the chateau ; and 
^' I am much mistaken if those are not its 
** turrets rising to the left." 

<< We are certainly near a chateau/' 
said Imogen, whose heart bpunded at the 
conviction ; " but whether it be the cha- 
" teau de Rosemont, — *' 

'^ It can be no other/' said Robichon^ 

Less than a quarter of an hour's ride 
brought them before the portals of the 
chateau. It was a vast and frowning edi- 
fice^ flanked on all sides by lofty round 
towers, and involved in anairof melancholy 
gloom, which the solemnity and darkness 
of midnight heightened almost to deso- 
lation. 

" Are you certain that this is the cbatedu 
" deRosemont?*' demanded Imogen, while 
a cbillness crept through her veins as she 
contemplated this great and sombre struc- 
ture of feudal power. 

** Morally certain,** replied Robichon, 
silighting, and heartily weary of his jour- 
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ney, Ivhidi -his wrshcs led him to believe 
was now at an end. 

" The family are retired to rest, I fear/* 
said Imogen. 

^ We shall soon awaken them/' said 
Robichon^ taking hold of a horn that hung 
by a1)rass chain from the outer gate, at)d 
sounding a blast that seemed to 'shake the 
whole building, and was repeatecHy rever- 
berated among the surrounding hills. In 
a few minutes a light appeared in an upper 
casement of one of the towers, which was 
cautiou^y opened ; and a man, holding out' 
a latithorn, demanded, " Who sounded at 
" the horn ?'" 

*^ A friend, who wants admittance," said - 
Robichour 

^ That is more easily-asked than grant- 
^* ed," returned the man. -^ 

" I pray you, good friend, inform, us," 
said Imogen, " if this is the chateau de 
** Rosemont?" 

" Why, here are ^wo friends instead of 



SO0 TRS BOTlCB O^ 

^ one/' said the ifian» *^ who want adsnt- 
'' lance/' holding down bis laotborni 
^ but what boots it to thee to know, jotiflg 
J' sir? These ar6 no times to admit nightly 
'< wanderers. Tboa badst better not lose 
^ thy time^parleytng hece^so g^od night !^ 

*^ We are no w^nderere/^ said Imogea 
eagerly. ^ l^hia 3'outh is my guide, who 
^ returns when be sete me s^tly lodged 
"^ within tbe gates of the cbal«attd6lUNWr 
" mont." 

•* Marry, then it will be long ere he rc^ 
'^ turns; but what is thy business here I*' 

<< To deliver a letter and a packet oC 
*' some consequence to the lady de Rose*^ 
« mont.'' 

. ** O hoi a packet of consequence t 
" Well, tarry there a moment, and I will 
^* be with thee presently.'* 

The casement was then closed, and the 
light retired. 

It was near a quarter of an hour before 
the window was again opened* *' The 
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^* lady de Rosemont is retired to rert,"" 
said the same voice ; " but hie tbec to the 
*f |)osterfi.gate to the left pf this tpwcr, and 
** thou shalt obtain adnnittance/^ 

*^ Tbank heaven then V^ said Imogen^ 
^ tits is the cbateaii de Rosemont/* 

'* Aye, aye, I could not be mistake^/' 
said Robtcbon^ leading round the horse; 
and by the time he had lifted her off tb«^ 
gati^ was unbarred^ and a man appeared 
with a lantborn. By his voice Imogen 
knew it was the saine she had already 
^oken to. 

iB'Obichon gave her little parcel into the 
hands of the man ; who^ wrapped in a long 
dark cloak, scowled a penetrating glance 
at the two young strangers, and exclaimed 
in a surly tone to Robichon, *^ I have re- 
^•^ ceived no orders to admit you.'* 

*^'Nay," said Robichon, *^ and though 
^ thou hadst it would matter nought, for 
^^ I could riot tarry if I would ; so spare 
" thy excuses, good master chafl/^ 
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Imogen drew her purse from her pocket, 
put ar gold piece irita Robichon's hand, 
and thanked him for his protectron. Ro- 
bichon would have spoken, but the man 
rudely pushed him out, and said, as he 
barred the gate, " By the mass, that fellow 
^' has as much jabber as an old woman." 

He then proceeded, followed by Imogen, 
through a spaciouis court surrounded by a 
parapet wall, and entered a large folding 
gate, which he barred after him, as he had 
done the former. Imogen found herself 
in a large Gothic hall, at the further end 
of which an expiring fire sent forth a 
transitory flame. Her conductor (whom 
she supposed to be the porter) raked up 
the dying embers, and drew a stool for her 
to be seated. While he waathiis employed 
she stole a timid glance at his countenance, 
whose natural expression of ferocity was 
only tempered by the lines of cunning and 
dupligity which marked it; and as the 
brightening embers cast a red tint on his 
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olive complexion, and bis scowling eye 
rolled on the young stranger in. silent Jjut 

penetrating observation, awed even into 

v. 

horror, sbe timidly withdrew bers ; tben 
cast a trembling look round the vast gloOm 
that surrounded her. and sunk almost life- 
less on the stool. 

^* And is your business with th^ lady 
" de Rosemont so pressing that you must 
" see her to-night ?"^ asked her companion, 
looking keenly under her hat. - ' 

" I should indeed wish it/* said Imo-? 
gen, whose heart revived from its transitory 
terrors at the sound of madame de Rose* 
months name^ " yet I should be sorry to 
" disturb her if she has retired to r^st/' . 

" Qh, for that, she has been in bed 
** these three hours; but give me your 
^^ packets, and I will have them delivered 
" to her." 

" Pardon me," said Imogen; " I was 
*^ desired to deliver them into no hands 
*^ but madaipe de Rosempnt's." 
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^^ Is that the caseJ well, madamei shall 
^ beinforoiad of your arrival.'* He then 
took bis lantborri and walked away. 

Imogen, who followed with her eye bis 
tall lean figure as it glided along the pas- 
sages, saw him ascend a flight' of stairs; 
and, wfaen'he disappeared^ heard two doors, 
one more distant than the other, clap after 
him. A thousand vague fears and suspi- 
cions^ took possession of her imagination ; 
which, alrve to every impression, was but 
too liable to exaggerate every evil, as it 
exalted every good. Yet when after a few 
minutes absence the man returned^ and 
informed her the lady de Rosemont wi^ 
ready X<x receive her, her fears dissipatedi 
and she arose to follow him, with all the 
sanguine ardour of lively expectation 
spriAgtng from the bosom of gloomy doubt 
Having ascended the stairs, passed along a 
condor, and entered a suite of rooms, 
which, vast, gloomy, and cold, betrayed 
every vestige of decay and desolation^ they 
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reached a door which terminated the sjuite. 
Her guide then looked round, and, with 
a smile of indescribable expression, said^ 
Come, young ^r, prepare your creden- 
tials;" and opening the door, desjred 
her to walk in« Imogen had scarcely en* 
tered the threshold, when, observing the 
impenetrable darkness of the apartment, 
she started back ; but the guide, pushing 
her forward, with a savage laugh, closed 
the door, and locked it on the outside* 
Imogen, actuated only by the impulse of 
^terror, shrieked, and attempted to forcethe 
bolt; iMit, overcome by her fruitless En- 
deavours, sank to the earth; while, the 
footsteps of her conductor ephoed on 
her ear till they at last died away into 
distance. 

It was now the conviction fully flashed 
on her mind that she was not in the chateau 
de Rosemont; but that the simple Robi- 
choQ bad been deceived by the darkness of 
the night and his own impatience to re- 
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that they had returned unsuccessful after 
the expedition of the night. 

** What, no booty!" said her ferocious 
acquaintance; ^* mass] an' I would not 
^* do more sitting over my tankard here 
•** than the whole (tf you put together on 
^ the king^s high road in the darkest 
^* night, why let me never rob a rich priest 
^^ or proud financier while my name is 
^* Bertrar»d." 

Here the party all spoke together, and 
Imogen could only distinguish the voice of 
Bertrand, in reply, say : " Why, I caught 
^ the bird just at the door of my cage/* 

** Is he worth murdering?" asked the 
gloomiest villain of the tribe* 

^ Nay, as he seems a right delk:ate 
dainty youth, we. v ill do the matter 
^nteely ; invite him to supper, and 
jx>ison him,** said Bertrand. " He wears 
^* the disguise of a minstrel, and is charged 
^' with a packet of importance to the l^dy 
^^ 4e. Hidsemont, v/ho resides in the neigb* 
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** bourhood ; which I would have forced 
from him, but I could not read them ; 
and he has a purse of gold/' 

Which thou wouldst have taken, but 
that thou darest not oppose thyself singly 
to a stripling," said the gloomy villain, 
snatching up a pistol in one hand, and a 
light in the other; adding, " but you know 
^* me of old to be less tenacious^ Where 
** is the stranger ? if he escape the cha» 
^^ teau we are lost: dead men tell no 
•^ tales/' 

" Nay, start fair," cried the whole party 
vociferously; and headed by Bertrand they 
all rushed oiZ. 

Imogen heard no more: the pangs of 
death were already on her, yet total insen* 
sibllity was denied her. " The murmur of 
voices again resounded through the vault- 
ed apartments she bad herself passed 
through; the faint echo of steps became 
gradually louder ; she heard the lock of 
the outer apartment turn ; and a sudden 
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uproar of voices assailed her ears. Terror ^^% 
wound up to its last strained pitch of agony 
and distraction. Nature could not sustain 
the conflict^ and Imogen sunk lifeless to 
the earth. 

From a state of temporary death she re- 
covered, under all the horrors that had 
produced it, shaken almost ta dissolution. 
She raised her eyes in the dreadful belief 
of meeting those of the murderersy and 
scarcely credited the testimony of her senses 
when she found herself still alone ; while 
the confused murmur of a distant uproar 
poured like the noise of a raging tort-ent 
on her ear, and the light ^hich flashed 
through the casements shed a brilliant il- 
lumination in the apartment. The con- 
fusion of her senses rendered her doubtful 
of their fidelity; and, after a successful 
attempt to collect her scattered thoughts, 
she arose and approached fhe casements, ^ 
from whence she beheld the court below 
filled with armed men, so.rae bearing 
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torches, others struggling with the ruffian 
inhabitants of the chateau, and others 
binding, them in manacles, tying them- on 
horseback, or dragging them to light from 
the secret coverts wbithcr they had fled. 
Several shots were fired, and the groans of 
the wounded were not the least audible 
among the various and terrifying sounds 
which reached the car df the trembling 
and arpazed spectatress. It was during 
the contemplation of this scene of univer- 
sal confusion and horror that a thought of 
emancipation insinuated itself into the beat- 
ing heart of the trembling captive. Hope 
flattered her in the belief that the contest* 
which continued with unabating fury in the 
front of the chateau, would favour her 
escape by the rear; and she recollected 
that the windows of the apartment in which 
she had been first confined had a different 
aspect from those of the armoury. She 
returned thither, and to her inexpressible 
delight found that the door was open. 
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Without encumbering herself with her 
lute, which lay -on the ground from her 
first entering the room, she was hurrying 
away ; when the gigantic form of a fierce 
arquebusier, holding a drawn sword in one 
hand, a torch in the Other, appeared at 
the door. Imogen shrieked and reeled : 
the stranger let fall his sword and grasped 
her by the shoulder. Imogen fell at bis 
feet, and could only faintly utter, " Mercy r' 
Mercy !" repeated the soldier ; *' yev% 
as much mercy as your companions will 
fitjd, you shall haVe: as much mercy as 
they have lately shewn to some of Dur 
^* officer?, you may expect/* 

** Alas !" said Imogen> " I am not their 
** companion, but their prisoner. I have 
** not been two hours within the walls of 
*/ the chateau, and have reason to believe 
•^ that I owe my life to the arrival of those 
^* stiiangers whom I beheld in the court 
** below engaged in contest with those 
*' who meditated my death." 
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The soldier looked at her for some tiiwe^ 
then at her lute, which lay beside her, and 
exclaimed; *' What then, you are one of 
•^ those cunning musicianSi who get into 
^* our catpps and cause desertion amojigst 
^* oiir men ? Mass ! it would be a good 
♦* deed to—*' He paused, and looked fe- 
rociously at her, as if fnorebenton reyenge 
than tenacious of its object. Imogen, aU 
most wholly overcome, couW oaly faintly 
say, *^ Save me, enable me to escape, and 
^* all I possess shall be yours." 

** All you possess!** said the soldier with 
a loud laugh. " What, you will give me 
*^ that instrument there I suppose ? well, 
*• that is generous! Why, what the plague, 
*^ did the villains throw away powder and 
^* shot upon such a poor little unfledged 
*V,bird as thou? Ventre Dleu! thou art 
^ not worth the plucking !'*• 

Imogen then drew her purse from her 
pocket; and, taking out the diamond ring 
given her by Pasiphae^ she presented a]l 
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the purse contarned to the soldier, who 
looked for a moment in utter astonishment 
at the purse, then at the ring, and then at 
her. *' What/* said he, ** only this for 
•* saving your life! Oh, you narcow-beart- 
*^ ed unconscionable little villain! And 
•* what am I to have for procuring you 
?* your liberty into the bargain ?** 

*' I have nothing more," said Imogenf 
dcspondingly. ' 

" By St. Catherine, then if you count 
** that ring nothings you may as well give 
♦* it me." 

** Impossible!" said Imogen ; " 'tis the 
** gift of a deceased friend." 
. ** Yes, yes," said the man, " a deceased 
one, I warrant ; you took care of thdt. 
But I have no time to spare ; my com- 
rades will be up directly : this ring and 
purse will condemn you, notwithstanding 
yourdisguise and your fine story ; and you 
will have the pleasure of accompany- 
ing your confederates to the wheel to- 
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** morrow. Aye^ here they are, and 
'^ now—" 

Imogea, trembling and dismayed, gav© 
her ring ; and the man, who feared lest his 
rich booty should be discovered and claimed 
by his associates, made her take her lute^ 
hurried alon^ the gallery, and, descending 
a flight of steps,, opened a postern gate 
and pushed her out. / 

Life preserved and liberty regained left 
on the heart af Imogen but two predomi- 
nant sentiments: joy for her unexpected 
deliverance, and gratitude to Providence 
for the protection it had afforded her.* The 
world was now all before her, but not 
^* where to choo$e^\ for the darkness whicb 
hovers on the atmosphere between the fl.ighj ^ 
of night and the dawn of morning pre- 
vented her the power of election. Guided 
rather by her ear than her eye, she 43nly 
avoided that direction where the still exist- * 
.ing uproar marked the place of action, and 
fled from positive danger without any 

/ P 5 









\ 



\ 



322 THE NOVICE OF 

thought of finding even probable safety. 
By degrees, as she walked on'witb as much 
rapidity as the fatigue and emotion she had 
endured would permit, the murmur of sa- 
vage contest and brutal ferocity died away; 
•nd a silence, profound as the darkness 
which accompanied it, reigned on every 
side. So favourable is the heart to every 
species of social impression, that Imogen, 
as she proceeded alone in silence and in 
darkness, scarcely able to discern the path 
in which she wandered, almost regretted 
those terrifying but human sounds which 
li^d broken on the deafhiike stillness of 
solitude even to desblation ; for after she 
|>ad passed the woodland which ftkirted the 
chateau, no tree, na shrub, ilung its dark 
outline on the unvaried gloom of the heath 
Bhe traversed. Weak, trembling, and cheer- 
less, she glided on for near half a league: 
till, weary beyond the power of proceeding, 
she seated herself on a bank beneath the 
umbrajge of the &rst tree she met; and. 



# 

laying her lute by her side, determined to 
wait till the morning dawn should discover 
some human habitation, whose inhabitants 
could guide her to the chateau de Rose-^ 
iDont. 

The veil of night seemed at last gra-^^ 
dually withdrawn^ and the landscape^ 
though imperfect to the view, slowly un- 
folded its boldest features, and betrayed its* 
minuter charms. The sober impression of 
dawn still diffused its chaste and reserved^ 
tints on the horizon ; and the colouring 06^ 
the east, as yet doubtful^ by degrees as^ 
sumed a richer and. more determinate- 
glow : the last shadow of darkness-^ded^ 
on the west; and dawn, awakening frooii 
repose,. afaed her deep blushes on every ob«» 
jfict : ' nature reflected back the rosy. influ<*- 
ence, and, invigorated for action^ pourecfe 
fintb with geniaL liberality tears that nou^ 
rished, sighs that inspired, and beams-tbatei. 
gave a new existence to creation s 
' The renovated soul of the young- waii«- 
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dtner ^nt up its effusions to heaven, with 
the mists which arose from the bosoiri of 
niature, like a fragrant incense from the 
altar . of grateful piety ; and appeared (as, 
refreshed and inspirited, she ga2ed from her 
(RoHtary scat on the rising sun) like the 
yiolet which sprang wild and forlorn at her 
feet, scenting .every gale with its odour, 
and raising its drooping head bathed in 
'dew to the genial influence of every sun* 
beam. Imogen could not help assimilating 
herself to the flower; and, placing the mo- 
dest blossom in her bosom, whose state of 
solitary desolation, so strongly resembled 
berown, she arose, threw the string of ber 
tete pver her shpulder, and ascended an 
eminence which commanded an extensive 
vifcw.; The breeze, as it lifted the clouds 
iix)«ir' the valleys, discovered a scene rich 
aodi beautiful beyond the powers of deli-^ 
pefltion. On one side, the turrets of the 
chiiteau^shehad so recently left rose on the 
hazy ovists of disknce; while on the other 
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tbeiiigh road wound round the base of a 
hill, on whose sunnmit the purple vappurs 
of the nnorning dawn still hovered. 

To the road Imogen descended, as the 
safest and most direct she could take; and 
having refreshed herself at a clear stream 
which murcnured near the pathway, she 
continued to wander on, till, observing a 
smallcolumn of smoke staining the atmo- 
sphere, and something rising" through the 
trees like a chimney, she quickened her 
pace, and soon arrived before a CQttage 
which partly lay in ashes, while the smoke 
still ascended from its ruins, and evident 
traces of desolation (the grass burnt up and 
the pasturage destroyed) were visible on 
every side. Imogen paused in silent and 
pitying contemplation of the scene before 
her, when something like a human form 
crept from amonj^ the ruins: it wore a fe- 
male habit, and bent beneath the burthen 
of a few dried sticks. Without appearing 
much surprised at the fair stranger's ap- 
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pcarance, who gazed on her witb horror 
and compassion, she said, with an air^f 
affliction, pointing to the ruins, ^' That is 
*^ a sorry sight !" 

" Sorry indeed!" said Imogen. 

" This is all the benefit we derive from' 
** civil war/* added the woman. 

" This was not then an accidental fire?" 
demanded Imogen. 

No, no!" said the woman wildly; 

I had one son fighting for the king and 
^ the other for the League: two fine 
'' youths! What business had thojr to 
•* meddle with party ? They were happy 
^^ and laborious, and dear to each c^er ; 
•* but their brotherly love'turned to deadly 
•* hatred, and — see, stranger 1. that wither* 
^^ ed spot is stained with the blood of ttiy 
•^ younger son, drawn by his eldwr brother,. 
/* because he refused to change his reli*^ 
" gion and his party !** 

An expression of agony even beyom^ 
distraction invested^ the haggard counted 
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n^nce of the narrator ; and then she add- 
ed, " The fellow-soldiers of my deceased 
** son murdered my first-bom ; in my arms 
*^ murdered him ; and consumed his corse 
with this dwelling. But hush! be secret, 
and I will shew you. the spot where I 
have collected his precious ashes apart 
^* from those of the ruins: oh, trust the 
•^ mother's heart for that ! Come, come!** 
she cried in a deep tone, and offering her 
hand to Imogen with an fm patient air; 
then with the wild, heart-piercing shriek 
of distraction, she exclaimed: "See! seel 
*^ 'tis my boy !'* and plunged amidst the 
ruins, pursuing the phantom of her own 
disordered invagination and broken heart. 

Imogen now first perceived that she bad 
been conversing with a maniac. Struck 
with horror by the discovery, and filled 
vfhh the tenderest compassion for the su& 
ferings of the unhappy and distracted mo» 
ther, she fled the spot where the still sen- 
Sfble lieart of the lunatic bled over the 
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ashes of her -murdered clnld ; and pursued 
her way, lost in those reflections her rnc- 
laneholy adventure had pivcn rise to. 
" In tracing," said she, '* the historic 
register of cala I nities which in every age 
warfare, whether foreign or domestic, 
has brought upon the human species, 
the eye dwells only upoii general and 
publx facts; for the historian is but the 
recorder of battles and sieges, of victory 
or defeat: but the tale of woe with which 
the private sufferings of the individual 
coidd wring the heart, steals into eternal 
oblivion with the cruellies and oppression 
that caused them." 
As Imogen proceeded, ev^ry step pre- 
sented some vestige of recent: desolation ; 
and the road she had taken seemed totally 
unfrequented, although she observed the 
glittering of arms on the summit of a dis- 
tarrt'hill. While the timid traveller was 
ost in doubt whether to proceed or turn 
down a road that presented itself^ a peasant 
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overtook her. Though almost bending be- 
neath a load he carried on his shoulder, he 
addressed her with a smiling countenance 
and a courteous air» Imogen's heart bound- 
ed to the grateful accents of courtesy, and 
she returned his salute with all the kind- 
ness it was made. 

** It is a charming morning,** said the 
peasant, " and mori de ma vie^ the sun 
" looks so gay, and the air is so sweet, and 
" every thing so smiling, that it must be 
*^ a' heart diahkmetit lugubre that does not^ 
** smile too. For nriy part, when the sun 
" shines, I cannot choose but be happy: 
^* yet j^ nnarry, with no great reason either ; 
** 'tis but a week since my little cottage 
" was first plundered' by one party of the 
*v soldiery and then burnt by the other* 
^* But then our grand monarque won a 
** battle the same day, so my wife and I 
" made 2i feu de joie mih the ruins, of our 
** cottage. The next day we removed a 
". Jittle lower down the country, built a 
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*^ hut on the banks of the clearest stream 
" in the world, and with some little mat* 
*^ ter we saved from the ruin of our farm, 
*\ have not as yet wanted iheJg quoi vivri» 
** And you, monsieur, I suppose, are going 
^' to try your luck at the camp, which liet 
^^ before Laon, some leagues off. I once 
played a little on the viot and tabor my» 
self, until the steward of our seigtieur 
caught me one day playing when I 
^^ should have been at work, and brol^e 
^^ the viol over my head ; and so I never 
^^ had the heart to play again." 

Imogen, delighted witli the ndiviiS of 
her companion, and pleased with the gay 
' philosophy of his character, so truly French, 
felt that his voluntary detail of his domes- 
tic circumstances called for reciprocity of 
confidence: and entered, though with re- 
servation, into the adventures of the late 
eventful night; throwing as^ much of" the 
*^ doublet and hose into her disposition'* 
as might enable her to fill up, without 
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awakening suspicion, the character-sbe had 
assumed, and from which she believed she 
had already derived more protection than 
the habit of the tSmid oovice could have 
insured. 

" So/* said the peasant, " I suppose you 
" were going to look for « situation in the 
" chateau de Rosemont, and, had the good 
*^ fortune to get admittance into the cha- 
" teau NoiTy the. most noted nest for ban- 
" ditti in the province? It was but two 
days back they fell upon two officers of 
the royal army, and murdered them in 
the forest of Tolambray. A party of 
the soldiers have been lying in wait for 
*^ them ever since, and surprised them 
" last night ju3t as they had returned from 
" an expedition* This morning l>efore 
" dawn I met the whole party.*' 

" Then the soldiers were victorious?'* 
said Imogen. 

** They took the villains, to a man,** 
said the peasant. 
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Imogen, who dared not mention the- 
money which she had been plundered of 
by the soldier, lest it should excite the sus- 
piciou of her companion^ was now deter- 
mined to pursue her way to the chateau de 
Rosemont, and enquired from the peasant 
the nearest road. 

^^ Lord help thee!" said he; " why 
*^ thob art going frorh it as fast as thod 
*• canst. But thou seemest weary, poor 
** soul ! and, marry, thou dost not look as 
** if thou couldst bear much fatigue; 
** therefore thou hadst better tarry at our 
" hut and refresh thyself awhile, and then 
" thou wilt be better able to continue thy 
** journey." 

^' I am indeed young at the profession," 
said Imogen coloaring, " and as yet little 
** inured to fatigue; besidCvS, I have suf- 
** fered much anxiety since yestereven: I 
** will therefore accept thy hospitable offer 
" with gratitude." 

^' Why, that is well said/' exclaimed the 
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peasant: ^'and look! yonder rises the smoke 
*^.of our hut, just above the Uttle cop- 
- pice to the left. You must know, I have 
5* been on the skirts of the forestall night, 
•' cutting wood, which I sell at the next 
'* market town ; there is some hazard in 
doing it, but necessity has no law,andone 
cannot stand by and see their children 
** starve: aye, here they are, dear litlhe 
** souls ! many a long look-out they have 
** had sincedawnfor me, I warrant." While 
he spoke, two lovely bbys and a little girl rari 
towards him ; he laid down his burthen to 
kiss and give them his blessing, which he 
did with an air of patriarchal tenderness 
and piety. The two boys then dragged 
the parcel of wood after them by the lea- 
ther thong which bound it ; while the little 
girl, gazing timidly on^the stranger, fast- 
ened round her falher*s neck, who carried 
her home in his arms. 

At the door of the hut they were met 
by a young woman, whose sun-burnt but 
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expressive face was lit up with joy and af- 
feclion, «s she look her daughter from h^r 
husband's arms to fill them with herself: 
*' Dearest Baptiste,*' said she, wiping away 
the tear with which she had bedewed his 
cheek, a^ she pressed it to ber own ; " I 
*« am so happy you are returned ! I have 
V not closed an eye all nighty for how 
** could I sleep and know you were ex- 
•* posed to danger ? The dame Jacinthe 
** ,too was here just after you left me, and 
" told me such a tale of the. robbers pf 
«* Chateau Noir 1" 
** Plague take the dame and her croak- 
^ ** ing !" said ' Baptiste : " had I not your 
** prayers, and the prayers of my little 
** ones, my sweet Josephine ? that is the 
** husband's and the father's shield : but 
" see ! I have brought thee a guest." 

Josephine now first beheld the young 
and timid stranger; who, modestly retreat- 
ing behind her kind host, contemplated in 
silent rapture the first scene of social and 
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domestic felicity she had ever beheld. It 
was to Imogen a festival of the feelings ; 
and the tear that glittered in her eye, the 
smile that dimpled her cheek, betrayed a 
heart formed to feel and to en^oy that bliss 
it throbbed with delight only to observe. 

Josephine, with bltishing courtesy, wcl* 
corned her interesting guest :. while the 
children^ with playful sUrprize^ touched 
the strings of her lute; then retreated ; 
then, lured back by the stranger's suppli- 
cating smiles, hung on her dress. Or sport- 
ed in her arms. The grateful mother 
checked their familiarity with a look ef 
tender reprehension: while Imogen, de* 
lighted with their littlp freedoms, loaded 
them with caresses ; and, gay and innocent 
as thetipselves, displayed a playfulness in- 
fantine as their ovvn. 

When Josephine had prepared their 
noontide repast, the little groupe circled 
round a fable laid beneath the spreading 
branches of an elder on ihe banks of the 
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Stream Baptiste had boasted of, and spread 
with such coarse and simple fare as the 
unviciated palate of nature, stimulated by 
a long-unsatisfied appetite, only could re- 
lish. When it was concluded, grace was 
pronounced by the master of ihe simple 
feast with a devotional energy, which 
shewed it not the result of habitual cere* 
mony, but the pious effusion of existing 
and grateful feelings'. The young minstrel 
then tuned her lute, and repayed the hos- 
pitable courtesies of her hosts with several 
popular ballads and tender vaudevilles :* 
many of them the impulsive effusion of 
genius, appropriate to the scene of rural 
and domestic felicity the songstress then 
witnessed ; and all calculated to harmonize 
with the simple taste of her auditors, and 
the nativp gaiety of the French heart.. At 



* La vaudeville appartient cxclusivcmeot aux Fran- 
cois; et ils en ontdetres piquantes,ct de tres plaisantes. 
Dictionnaiie de Musique^ far J. J» Rouucau, 
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last, at the request of her delighted 'hosts, 
she struck up a villanelle, the then prevail- 
ing rustic dance of the French peasant ; 
and Bafptiste, unable to resist the magic in- 
fluence of the sportive strain, sprung on his 
feet, and, with aboyin each hand, performed 
a spontaneous ballet, with a dexterous and 
Spirited hilarity, that might almost com- 
pensate for the deficiency of grace and me- 
thod with which it was executed ; while 
Josephine took her reel, gazed with pleased 
satisfaction at the performance, and sung 
at intervals a couplet adapted to the air. 
Every pulse in the gay heart of Imogen 
throbbed in sweet vibration to the vivacious 
strain herflying fingers produced^ arid when 
she cast round her eyes, and beheld the fru- 
gal remnants of the coarse meal industry had 
provided for the necessaries of nature ; the 
clay-built hut, which scarcely excluded "the 
" penaltiesofAdam,the season's changes;" 
and the ragged drapery of wretchedness, 
which scarcely veiled the weather-in- 
VOL. I. a 
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jured forms of laborious poverty ; yet bc^ 
-held in every countenance thatt surrounded 
her, those beams of joy the heart only 
emanates, whose bright irradiation dispdied 
the pensive gloom^ adversity bangs upob 
the brow of its vietim ; the flowing tints 
of pleasure flushing the cheek recent op- 
pression bad stained with a, tear, and gaiety 
unrestrained animating those limbs to fro*- 
lic exercise, which but a moment before 
bent beneath the hard-earned burthen la-p 
bour had procured for the suppliance of 
Jndigence and distress. 

" Such is thy power, oh sweet afFcction 
^' of the heart!" sighed Imogen : " op* 
** pressed by tyranny, despoilecT by the li- 
*' centious rapine of warfare, driven to the 
" last outline of misery, to herd with the 
" beast of the field and bird of the air; 
** still while the heart can tarn and drowh 
** its sufferings in domestic joy ; while tiie 
" endearments of social life lisp their soft 
•* comforts to the ear of the bufiirerdr, add 



^^ eimry tie^of teadernesJ/iEUid low twined 
^^ found the soul, admimstfa-fi ananaelioriifW 
^^ ing charm tosooth it^wrroflirst the ^rv 
f * row of adyersttjr drops stfugless^.a^ dasi- 
** pondency sniijes away hdriWiJesiiOnitihc 
*^ bosfxn rrf jdoQUSl^ ftlioityr; ^ ' ^ 
. TJie thouglhte ^df Imcigea obb^^^^evvrted 
to the convent of St Dctoinjpk ; ajm^budr- 
dered, and blesBed the JH^erty ^be had 
regained^ theoigh evsery 3tep of its proves*- 
Bxve vAUimmoBt had ffaeemi )nBarked ihy the 
tradfc ©f danger* .: 

The children, now weary' with their 
sportive play^ threw themselves ittto their 
m^hpt'i d^ms ; and Baptiste, . takJong i^ 
fafs hatchet, advisod h!s:^iit)g^aofi(:<to;take 
some repose, aad waitiHH the sun deiclined 
before be reoommeboed his ^uroey, went 
to woi^k bii»setf ; while Josephine^ grates 
fully thanking* him ibr the aalusement^h^ 
had afforded faer tititlef(fk]m{y, spread .with 
lier omfi i^a^ds >0ome; dried leaves fmsbiy 
gathered within tbeiriittty on Which Iniogeii 
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fiung herself vfxtb a sensatioti more grate- 
lb} than «he bad ever felt before : for she 
^ad taken tK) rest fpr the two preceding 
flights, and soon fell into a profound aqd 
trdnquil^ sieepk 

On the pillow of innocence the spirit of 
repose loves «to prolong bis balmy influence, 
•and struggles^ with nature to protract his 
iempire; and the eye which anxiety has 
sullied with a tear, gladly closes the heavy 
lid, and shuts out the intrusive beam that 
wakes it to new care. The sun had al- 
ready passed the tneridional line, andfaintly 
sketched the shadow of the hills on the 
^in below; when the children of Baptiste, 
thrumming on her lute, roused her from her 
leafy bed. Sweet had been the dream of 
her rest^ fof i^ was a dream of love ; and 
the busy agepcy of imagination had lured 
ber to the banks of the Durance, where 
fan€r^ twined the flowery band with which 
afiedtion wreathe<d the polished brow of 
the minstrel c£ Frdveace ; the dew which 
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batbed its leaves was a tear of the soul, and 
the gale that perfumed them a sigh from 
the heart : the visioned minstrel touched 
a shadowjr lyre, and while the soul of pas* 
sion floated on every dying note, the blue 
iHssolving eye-beam of Imogen mingled 
with the minstrers burnitig glance. 

The strain of love still faded ori her ear, 
when she awoke and recogiaized the tones 
o( her own lute : her dream's soft trance 
-bad diiFused a delicious emotion through 
ieriwbbld, frame; a^4 while jmeoiory 
dweilt on the fanciful rapture, atearhi^Ufg 
upon the languishing smile which, played 
round her lip, that it was indeed: but fati- 
ciful, and haply never, never to be rea- 
lized ! , 

1 At the door of the hut, while the chilr 
idren fondled round her, she was met by 
Josephine and Baptiste; they were both 
anxious she should remain with, them that 
night, but having learnt that the chateau 
de Rosemont was hot four hours walk from 
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their hut, and hoping to reach it by siin* 
set, she gratefully declined theirofFer: and 
having thanked them in all the warm efFa- 
sions of a heart alire to every delicate 
mintrtia of the most refined gratitude, she 
promis^ they should hear shortly from 
her; and that as 'soon as she sbouM havie 
obtained any interest with tbekdy of the 
castle,, it should be exerted in their favonr, 
while she blushed fo confess she couJd 
make them ncr othcfr retutn for their kind^ 
titm. For Iwyogeif^v defipoiled of hier little 
lifeid^res by the dr^ti^b0^«r^ possessed nnw 
thing but the piGture of t6e chevalier cn^ 
tslosed in the leSler of Fasrpha^/and the 
-iimaU agate erosfe which had never left /her 
bosom since the day she had been received 
tit tbfe convent of St. Domi»ick : then 
having eiiHferaded. 4he fehildren, and kisse'd 
the hand of Josephine with the welUaf- 
fected galbiitry of a young cavalier, she 
proc^ed^fd ^o *» hfcr little jpurney, aeq^mpa- 
nied for about half n league by BajHistfe, 



who, pointing to the forest of Folarobray, 
<ie$ired her to take the path which wound, 
round its, skirts, and that from an emi- 
neoce to the left of the road she would 
see the turrets of the chateau de Ros^- 
mont, which would guide her for the rest 
of her. jourqey* He then shook her kindly 
\\y the h^nd, and \yisbing that they might 
sl^ortly meet a^in^ left her to pursue her 
spHtary journey. 

Thp mind of Imogen had been as much 
cl;ie?r^4 by the sweet viaitaut of her bliss- 
ful dreaip,, ^^ l;jfr fi^ame was refreshed and 
it^vigorj^t,^d by rq^^osq. The sun rode high 
iQ tbe hpitizjoii,. and spie^d tho rich influ:^ 
e^e of his naeUow tints on the landscape. 
fhP mountain breeze cooled the sultry 
glow of t,he hour, ajud gave spirit to health, 
sjtren^t h to pfiotion, and fragrance to the sense 
of tjl^c^ traveller ; whp^ supported by a long 
whitestaff presefptedto b^r by Baptiste, and 
with b?r lute flung over her shoulder, lightly 
bo^ndefl 99. L,ocomQtian is ever favour- 
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able to the reflective powers ; air, exercise, 
and diversity of objects, awaken the pulse I 

of thought to its liveliest throb ; and many j 

a weary step is sweetly beguiled of its te- 
dious length, by those blossoms the finger 
of fancy strews over it. 

Imogen wandered on in that sweet ine- 
briety of the feelings and the senses, which 
the freshness, the variety,and splendid beau- 
ty of every thing around her contributed 
to awaken. Sometimes, as reflection led, 
she opposed the childless misery of the ma- 
niac mother, from whose bosom the hor- 
rors of fanaticism and party bad torn every 
human comfort, to the domestic fdibity of 
Baptiste's channing fatorly ; who, though' 
suflFering from the same baleful cause, had 
still rescued from the rifling hand of cruel 
and licentious rapacity, those sweet blos- 
soms of aflTcction's growth, without which 
the heart is but a desert and desolate void. 
" Alas !'' thought Imogen, ** that the in- . 
^^ genuity of man, wantoning in the va- 
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" ri Ay and extent of its powers, should 
** so frequently, and so successfully, exert 
^ its influence to pervert the best blessings 
•' of Providence I Was it for this the God 
** of goodness gave us hearts to Ibve^ 
** minds to feel, and sympathy to attract 
** the tender affections of the soul to its 
*^ kindred soul ?*' Then the giay caprice 
of imagination stole on the sober disqui$i-^ 
tion of the little moralist, and the soft re-" 
collection of her dream gave to her cod- 
templation 

*■ . . ■ 

** The visionM picture 

•* Of Fancy ^tranc'd in bliss.'' ' 

From these gay luxuriant dreams of ar 
still enamoured heart, Imogen awoke to 
the recolliection of the otject of her jour4 
Bey; and now firgtjjdKsedyered. that >^ lost ir> 
|he indulgence of "the idle vision^ of be^ 
f^ brain/' she had wftndered from the beatea 
track poirttcd out tohcr by Baptist^j: an<i 
had left the erniiiiencq she^hould ho^ af<r 
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evaded a considerable distance toi tbc^eA : 
tcxedat her inattention, and a)re^y some* 
tbing^ wfeary^ she turned bade, and^after a 
walk of ae^ fealf an hour, found herself 
at the foot of the eminence, which, steep 
^nd ru^ed, she with some diificnlty 
ascended. The sun was setting, and irra- 
diated with its crimson beams the scene 
which expanded ih gay iuxarianoy beneath ; 
the Extensive fore^ of Folambray'spmad to 
the north wfcst to a considerable distaqco ; 
the summit of its lofty trees, tinged with 
gold, and waving to the evening breeze, 
appeared like the undulating wav^ of the 
bcean, receiving on their dark green heads 
the-fading beams of the west j while the 
cascmentsoftbechateau, which arose on thfe 
left, were brilliantly iHuwinated with the re^ 
fiectionofthe Sietting'Sun, that suiikin the * 
fiofizon as inyogcn descended the etroiwen^e^ 
imd struck into the pathdeseribedbyBap^te 
US winding round the skirts of thcfwest, 
af>d idaiding to the cbateftu d^ Roseraont. 



f :TkQ imp^fcienjQe of the weary traveller 
increased with every step, as the shadows 
lengtbened on her path, and the sober 
drapery of cvewng hung its misty wreaths 
on ev.^y objeqfc: thfe du^ky apcompani-p 
iBj^'nt^ of twilight already invested the 
lately glowing soene ; tJie lastre of nature 
was veikd, and the eye of thi^ wanderer 
dsi^cll<^d Qfi the repose .of her eharms which 
breathed ^}l«n<}6^ and Solemnity. Although 
this w^ the hoUi* that ever spoke a soft 
and impassioned IftOgUage to her heart, yet 
that heart- np' ^<m^v aiikiiowledged the 
swe^t im^^siimi w))ite feer fears increased 
witb^¥tiijy 4jQ^ffeni^ thad^^w of darkness. 
IJer Ptqp^wiwji^Dl^ftg^rti^ 
ol" paiMsing, raptqi-e: tor delusive th<aught, but 
rapid, aloilDst 't» .flight, and mterrupted 
mli/^ky t^roettbl^^ :&kigUQ : itr was pefiba|a 
tbk' sif^ttbirj ^rapidity tarhicli: afttradted tbci 
n«xtioeibff)9:)bb^y (bfftbof€)ealenjf'wli0r strirck- 
iidkritM! path(«be{ Isiadotakkb^i ahdl ^tfitblloiidl 
ioi|)roeationt fial])^ ; tp; faiSB tbrstopa j Imogqn^ 
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whose imaginary fedrs were wound up to 
real terror that banished all presence of 
tnind, 'plunged into the forest, instead of 
obviating suspicion by voluntarily exposing 
herself to the scrutiny of observation. 

But Jmogen, who fled, not from the 
hope that flight could ensure safety, but 
from the impulse of apprehensipn, soon 
found herself overtaken by two of the 
horsemen : one of them alighting seized* 
her roughly by the shoulder, and losing' 
earnestly at her, exclaimed, ** Ventre Sf. 
** Grisf a right dainty youth, a rare ma- 
*^ sician too, I warrant : hut yoQ seem a* 
*^ little weary, monsieur ; I will thei^fore 

^' spare you the«trotfMeWnar»thtiP>aceV 
** and provide you With ft more expedi-' 
*^ tious mode of travelling/' Then mi^u! 
ing the faint aiid:Qn^si^ing Imogen* in hi&> 
arnis, whoitf feabkmi amazement 4^Hvedr 
qf the poWei^rof: itpeedhj'^he iplibcdt Jieri0ra: 
Uors^bkck behiqdiris'cbmparibd^.^; Sfitnish^ 
iMrqaebuiier } wet strappii>g 1 hcnont to4|iei 
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waist of his surly associate, who cast round 
a terrific glance, he ihountcd bis horse and 
they Joined the rest of the party. 

" Well, Guy,- ' exclaimed one of them, 
" what hav6 ybu shot flying ?" 

" A dainty nightingale,'* said Guy, as 
they rode on, " who would have found his 

way to our camp to delight our men 

with his minstrelsy ; like the other gen- 
*^ tleraan musician who slipt through our 
'* fingers at the siege of Rouenne, a trusty 
" spy, or I am no soldier." 
' •• Nay, then/\ replied the other, '« he 
^ stands acquitted ; for if he is no more 
^ a spy, thatt irtjou art a soldier, ' ■ .'^ 
- ii* I Why, bow rtow,Armande?'*6didGay: 
^* why dost thou ever come over me thus 
« with thy jestd ?;• • 

" Mort de ma vie! if it were tts-cAsyitd 
^jicotne^ over thc8 (in :i jest, ^ as' to-^veitcdftxe 
H vihee^ rn* eaJ-ncst,' habnsieur ' bluster, tted* 
•^ ^wouldest not be wOrtb the bireaking a' 
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Other, ^^ ^ truce with your |fF^pQrsb<rt wit ; 
" and let ws have the stpyy y^xi toW ps,ofi 
",^tbpfoi^gi^g-pArty l^st nighty qfilv^ kmg 
" who came, in tl>e4i^g«i^pf a^^^^t^ty 
^ tp tb^ enemy's can^p i n^arry^ 'u pleaeed 

^^ me hugely !'* 

'^ Pj^rhap^/* said Armaodej**; this ypii^ng- 

^f^nd tT/agical :tii0M /of, the ypi^^. jTjan^ 
^' whom we hanged for ^ spjf j dUfrji>;g, pur 
^' campaign in Nonp^ndy/* 
f^ Hush ! hwsh !'* excla1rB$d.Qwy, ^ 1 

^'^h^r tfhe neighing of ^^te©4^;»nd5]ft«ie f 
^i see -ar^istant lights bl«3sdd rosftry l^tjherfr 
^f goes at ^dreadful srtory/of a ghost /to 'ar- 
'^ ttiOiWi mounted on a white steed/ rtfietw 
'* ing one of our kings in this sariieffcM^^sf, 
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c ^} .To thiofe haws i a mao'ditfeawD will curt' 
^^ away .with *his wit&i", l^snod lATnuaBiie V 
^^ Iruly, »Qj3iSieur Gwy, tfcou art flofarfc^ 
^* fellow, with tbyig^MDsC ifa!wrA9iir,aid|^t6' 
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* 

'^ see that we are within a few paces of 
*^ the vidfrfte guard/* 

Hiere they came up with the viderte, 8«d 
having stopped for a few moments to hrwk 
fibcne coarse jokca with their feUow-s^ldiersi 
who were going to their out-posts for the 
night, they continued their route until the 
iightsof the camp broke on the darkness 
of the night, and they arrived at tht piquet 
guard. 

Qiii vive?'" demanded the sentinel. 

Fivs la Ugne r^ i^eplied the foremost; 

advance and give the parole.** ^^ Loum 
^^ dsGuiu'l ITae soldier than advanced, 
and whispered the counterrsign ; and the 
wiidle party were suffered to pass on to the 
eamp, whose midnight stilfci^s was only 
intevrupted by the clanking of theiaribour'^ 
cfs<> the neighing • of steedSy the frequent 
* Qirt'^ri^^?' of the sentinQls, and the faint 
hurst of con^iviaHty which ppoceeded^ffom 
&e tents of the o£^cerS| near which they 
passedl^'^ ' ^ : ■« ,■ i,. ., ^ 
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Those scenes^ so novel and so striking^ 
would have interested the mind, and pleased 
the picturesque fancy of Imogen, had she 
been a spectatress under any other circum- 
stances; but wholly overcome by the situa- 
tion in which she found herself, the danger 
to which she was exposed* and the fatigue 
she had undergone; every faculty was 
blunted, and her mind acknowledged no 
sentiment, no emotion, but what terror 
and amazement awakened ; while amidst 
the confusion of her ideas she with diffi* 
culty learnt, by the conversation of her 
guards, that she was brought a prisoner to 
the rebel camp» 

The party stopped before the tent wbere 
the first quarter-guard of the night was 
stationed.^ ' *' What hast thou got here??: 
said \the sentinel; who ; paraded before the 
tenf. ** A swan," said Bertraild, ^* whj)se 
•* dying notes ybcr knay hear at the provolf 
**: to-morrow, if you pfease#;i Who^is.ther 
•* captain of the guard for the night.?": . . 
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" The count St. Dorval." , 

** It Strikes me/' sai<i Bertrand in a low 
voice, " we have picked up a prisoner of 
** consequence : I will deliver him into the 
•* count's hands ; my back still smarts for 
"the escape of the. young baron whom 
** we picked up in the same way. Where 
** is the count?" . 

^* Within the tent, at supper with some 
** few of his officers." " 

Bertrand, who bad the command of the 
party, alighted, and entered the te^t : in a' 
few minutes be FCturned, ordered twaof 
the soldier^ to unbiitd the prisoner and as- 
sist him to dismount; Guarded on^eitiie)* 
sid^, and.preceded by Bertrand; the ifretttb- 
ling Imogen was led, or rather dragged, 
into the guard-room ; while round a table, 
well -■ £ui;nisted> with lights and wine,: .cir- 
cled a groupe of officers,^ who all turned' 
round to g^ze kt tb^ prisoner, as, drooping' 
disconsolately timid, she endeavoured to 
coUect her thoughts, and enable hyei^^'" vv 
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clear up th§ inystcry of her appearance, 
without discovering more of her story thfan 
might lead to her liberatioiu . 

" Where didst thou jlick up Ibis yoiH)g 
" musician, serjeant ?** demaudod the 
youngest of the groupe. 

**- On the skirts of th/e forest of FoJanri- 
** bray, so please you, whfecet it h said tA^t^ 
^ kinff regaled; hifl);5«l£ *. bui6 yesterday 
'^ with some of his offioevs.; I thdiight 
^ thi^ minstrel cB%bt htv& hfitOi ^f the 
^ party; and a^i he sfeoeiei iftoUned fc^ 
« takt) tbe toad Xo^vwAa ^r ^mpii J dyi^ 
*i' bi«i the kin Apes* teisftve bina th« tfc»tr^ 
/ ble af wialfciiqjtLjmomJeiir/' c ni 

*^ A UttlQlmorei rti2^e?r:<Stf^fft^^^ 

" •, ' f ' ^ ' '■ - :' I ;• ■ : r. 

— — — ■ - ■■--■-•. ' ^ ^ 

^ H^!in<y IV; d«iriog thi ^« of Labfl;i rt^edi to? 
^no n^ tiie JfftrcBt o^ Fokin>bf^y, ;v»iher« l^l^a4 cfftcjtt) 
beep tegaU^, wh^o a, bpy* with ,(ru,it ar\d, i?iUk ?nd 
new cheese, an<} in visiting which he prorpised hina- 
sielf gVcat pleasure. 
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•* jocjalarity ;" said the commanding of-^ 
ficer. 

** Nay, monseigQeur,'* said Bertrand, 
" I have nothing more to relate ; we hgvo 
" not laid a band on the prisoner, except; 
** indeed to disencumber him of this in-» 
^^ strument, and under favour must refer 
y yott 49 himself for further ia-formation/* 

S^cb a variety pf intQr^og^upa from 
every side fallowed tbiia awealioo> uttered 
by some with «U the ro^eMssr of imWmty$ 
«nd by oth^trsi with 9 9^1% oT savage rfiiU 
icry'tbat sported wan tw^y with tb© foet- 
mgs;*f ita-Qbi^t^ tb(^t Ifrw^en^ Hfi^ble rtD 
articulate, and overwhdmsed by %he iR^u^ 
Mrce bf her stroftg and variori^a e^motions, 

f nvdlw Mmky clong to XhP. shoulder of on § 

of her guards^ and tre^Bpbted with a vior 
leocd tfoat Mtmotedj tbe efowipas^ioDftte re- 
gards of th^ ootint St. Dprval. Rising 
from the bead of tbe tablefj be advanced 
tbwardf thft prisoneri and having mildly 
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checked the unmeaning curiosity of the 
young officers, he addressed her. 

** Whoe'er thou art," said he, ' *^ or 
" whate'er thy intentions, young stranger, 
*^ the silence you seem obstinately to ob- 
** serve, will avail thee nought ; the lawS 
** of war are sacred, and you are doubtle^ 
*^ no stranger to the penalty anoexed td 
** their violation. Our cauise 'h^5 isilrcSdy 
♦^ suffered from the successful aVtifice of 
" the enemy's vigilant spies ; ami thoagh 
^ that delicate and trembling: frame seenns 
*^ ill calculated, for perilous adveritWej, it 
** lis evident that that disguise vc^ no 
** common wearer.'* - »' - "^ 

'* Nor shall it avail tbc§ oaght," said 
ii young ensign, throwing ofF iht bat which 
concealed her face, and confined a profu<» 
ston of long tresses^ that now fdl luxo* 
riantly round a neck, whose dazzling whit&> 
tiess was no longer veiled; for another^ 
more inhumanly daring than the firsts rude- 
ly tore open the collar of her robe, in at- 
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teroptiog to drag. her forward to the light, 
and the rulP which shaded her neck fell 
with it. It was at that moment the wo- 
man's delicacy surmounted- ,the woman's 
Weakness: Imogen c^ast round an eager 
look,, that seemed to demand a glance of 
sympathy,, of protection. The eye of the 
count de St. Dorval only answered it ; 
and the tremhting prisoned, with a suddeni 
effort of strength, sprung from her guard's 
rude grasp^ and fell at the feet of one, 
in whose venerable countenance sbbne 
the protecting benignity of heaven itself. 
•* Save me," exclaimed Imogen, " and — !* 
what she would have added died on her 
trembling lip,^ut the upliftedi, supplicat- 
ing eye of distress, wept tears that spoke. 

A moment of general amazement and 
consternation ensued; all crowded round 
tiie prostrate prisoner, and ev^ry eye 
beamed admiration and surprize ; admira* 
^o at ,her charms, suiprize that she was 
still prof&trate : for whiles with hands folded 
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on her throbbing bosom, she l&aelt faint 
and ^)eecbie8s at the feet of *tbe prote<ttor 
the intuition of sympathy kftd elected ; the 
count de St'Dorval hmig over her in 
i^Hce: his arms, tHYtstretched to ireeetve 
thd suppliant, were stiflenc^ in the attitude 
of wonder, surpassing the traiisitOry enno* 
tion of common-place surpriiKe ; the -eye 
that shed a mild compas^on on the filgw 
tive, suddenly changed its expressioii to the 
ardent gaze, whose thrilKng glances beamed 
with soul, and swam in tears ; and a faittt 
gactrlation escaped the quiirering Up tbat 
would have uttered the accents of benefi- 
fceflce and encouragement. Then, with a 
teng'^^rawn sigh, he eeem^ ito ^^ke off 
the ^onig influence <ii etnotion, tod bend^ 
ing over Imogen, rafeed her tendeiriy in 
his arms; and, placing her on a dhair, beM 
with a trembling band a glass of water to 
her lips. More revived ^by the dfi^otkmat^ 

though silent bensevbleneedlT hie -man 11^, 

► • II ... 

than the refrerfiinjg beverage headmiMs^ 
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t&ftdy li/.ogen look«d gmtefolly and tex- 
pr^ssivelyin his fete; ^nd^ rejdying to the 
«ldquen<:e of thart: -look, he said: "Cheer 
^^ thee^ cheer thee^ swjet lady ; Whatever 
^ may fcave been the 'motive which led 
** thee to adopt thw disgrnSe, and to inctff 
^^ the perils of adventure^ iti times them- 
** selves so perilous, thou' bast nothing 
" now t6 fear from the indignant insurlta 
^* of unfeialing ignorance, invested with 
*^ temporary power to b^r down upamtbe 
•*^ uYifert^«ate:^tis the count St. Dorval; 
** who pledges bitnself to be true to the 
" voluntary confidence you halve bonouri 
^* tti him^with.^' ,/. 

^ ** WcB said, jGdunt !" cxGlaimed one^ 6f 
the offii^er^ UQ reproved at hiacommandcr'b 
oblrqlie lieprdach. 

*^ Ventre Dku, monseignBUfy yoti are t 
^* fortunate man !" added another : "and 
" I would rather be mviested with such a 
^^ eonvriiand, than be made geHeraiissiino 
" tp the wbob 'artnj/' 
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'* Gentlemen," sai<^tbe couot ikodly^ 
** these are klle insiniidtiortsv To the 
" cbmmander in chief T st^d accpunt^ 
** able for the prisoner; to Gad and my 
" own conscience for her safety in^^rlhe 
•f roost unlimited sense: what right we 
«« have^o detain her must be 9 matter of 
" future investigation ; but while that de- 
" tention exists, the gallantry of luitght* 
** hood forbid we should not all oon$ide^ 
*' ourselves as bound to render her every 
** succour ! Come, lady, Suffer me to cons. 
" duct you to my tent, where you cdn re^ 
*^ pose at least in safety.'? v . " 

The count, with an air of paternal free- 
dom, drew the arm of tl^ aXWi bfcwildcrtd 
Imogen through his own : and,)whiiie tliife 
officers drew back abashed, led her toJiis 
tenr, which lay but a few paces frooi ithftt 
6f the quarter-guard. It .was»a .spacit>us 
and elegan^t pavilion, and~ divided^. int)9 
three apartmenta, in.the fimt ofwhioh t)|e 
count's squire and page jvere pto^ir^g at 
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cbes5; to the l^st the county followed by 
a page with lightsr conducted his guest. 

^^ Till apartment/' said the county with 
a faint smile, " is to be your prison for, 
** to-night : I myself will be at once yourr 
^' servant aRd your guard. Meanwhile 
" reckon on the exertions of a friend in 

your favour, who trusts he will not prov^. 

himself unworthy of your election : 
** with enemies, who wear such looks as 
" thine, we wage no war ; and whatever 
** motive may have lured thee to the dan- 
** gcrous precincts of a camp> that protecr 
•* tion thy youth and sex demands, shall 
•^ attend thee hence and guard thee there/* 
The count then, without waiting to receive 
the acknowledgmpnts which iiovered on 
th^ lips of Imogen, recommended to her tO' 
take that repose her evident weariness de- 
nanded, and retired. 

The count had left the apartment but a 
ii^w minutes, and Imogen was indulging 
the copious flow of those sweet tears which 

TOL. I. BL 
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stream f^Hn Uie^beati; iA^ti^^ khd^diVt ef 
safety received from tht gr^$p*dP pieril ; of 
gratttude awakening to the toucfi of un- 
Mpected ien^^olence ; when a page en- 
teired thd apartment with those netcssary 
refreshments her exfeausted^nattkrei^qaiyfedl' 
Having swallowed some bread and wine, 
she dismissed tl*c attendant, and her full 
heart made its offering to hejiveA for the 
comparative safety s!ic enjoyed ; arid afl its 
gratefnl emotions pointed towards the 
friend It had raised for her in the hour of 
danger and distress. If the benevolecit, 
though melancholy expression of St. Dor- * 
val's countenance, Ws venerable and in- 
teresting aspect, had won her confidence 
in the first moment that her eye had njtt^ 
his, every word he uttered, evet-y gfartte he' 
.emanated : and even the soft sadness thtrt* 
hung upon his faint smile, cphfinned flrrf* 
intiMtive dictates of her sympathy; and 
she scarcely regretted the perilous adven-V 
ture which had made her known to one^* 
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irt ^limt'\OdkB K!tf feetiigriity «n4 «Weptbcs^ 
htp ItlopSd- FaWtly traced' ' i'utm^ adts^ bf> 
k!il<l'nessr«nd friendsbip.^ / ). . 

Fioth tbfe Gh»ra4t«r Gif a ^^:'ii apppGfei^ 
tion Avhich e^^ited « smSetp "his *ool ftttcT 
unMatesed B-ppreben^^, ^e cbuld^cfasifyJ 
viodJca^B hcrsctf; art<! 'te.his p^otecHtrig 
kindness she should at last owe her 'safe 
arrival at the chateau de Rosemont. The 
sanguine expectations of unpractised youth 
receive with/ eager susceptibility' the warm 
impression of itso^ishes; tbcf faintest beam 
of sympathy Is adequate to illume the fad- 
ing lamp of hope ; and fancy darts athwart 
those probable obstacles, prudence shrinks 
from encountering. 

A^t last, overcome by the bodily and 
mental fatigue she had endured, Imo- 
gendeposited on the table the packet she 
had so successfully concealed in her bo- 
som ; and, without divesting herself of' 
an article of her dress, threw herself on a 
couch that filled a corqer of the apartment. 
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A deep sleep soon stole on the pertAirb^tion 
of ber senses ; \t was the profound repose 
of innocence long torn from its ^^ calm 
•* jiwo^/* by anx^iety and 'fatigue ; and the 
dream of her rest still gave to her imagina*. 
tiOD the image of him^ to whose benevo- 
lence and compassion she owed its enjoy- 
ment. 
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